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s | DIALOGUE: L 
o8 | 

Againſt ridiculing per ſonal defects. 

: fOUTS AH. 
11 = OW could you be ſo barbarous, ſiſter, 
19 do ridicule Mrs. Maliere's ſhape, and 
ö IS mimic her limping ſtep, when ſhe was 
325 & hardly got out of the room ? 


MARIA. 


T + 1 5 reproof from you, Madam, 

is really unexpected. I thought to render myſelf agree- 
- | able by imitating Mrs. Moliere's airs and graces : I never 
A- Vo I. II. B yet 
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yot heard you own that ſhe was either crooked, or lame, 
or had any deformity in her perſon or mien. 


LOUTIS 4. 


Ir there was not a greater deformity in your mind 
than in her perſon, you could never ridicule thoſe natu- 
ral defects, which a generous and humane temper would 
pity, eſpecially in one of her affable diſpoſition and ex- 
cellent underſtanding. Inſtead of deſpiſing ſuch a form, 
you ought to thank God that yours 1s not like it. 


1 1A. 


TnAr. I do moſt heartily! My derotions on this 
head are very ardent and ſincere, whatever they are on 
other occaſions. 

LOUIS A. 

Ir you had her mind, tho' with a worſe figure than 
hers, it would be no diſadvantage to you. Ihere is 
ſuch a beauty in her whole conduct, ſuch a conſtanc 
calm and ſweetneſs in her temper, that one muſt be 
very malicious to overlook ſo much merit, and make 
cruel remarks on the defects of her form. I wiſh you 
would take this generous advice of Mrs. Barber's: 


On wice your hum” rcus vcin diſi lay, 
"Tis meritorious there; 

Or towring vanity allay, 
But oh ! misfortune ſpare. 


It will not over-burthen your memory, to learn this ex 
cellent rule by heart. 


M4 NIA. 
I HAVE no poetical taſte. 


LOUISA 


I wisn you had; it might give a more gentle and | 
barmonious turn to your mind, and ſoften that * 


* 
* 

* 

$ 
a 
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diſpoſition that makes you uneaſy to yourſelf, and all 
your acquaintance. You ſeem to be in a ſtate of hoſti- 
lity with all humankind : Nothing contents you. Some 
people are too tall, and ſome too ſhort, ſome too fat, 
others too lean, and nothing is as it ſhould be. You 
can find no excellence in all the works of God, except- 
ing your own fine perſon ; which one would think ſhould 
be the model of all perfection, or you could not be 
ſo critical on every body elle. 


MARIA. 


Wu really, ſiſter, I ſee no reaſon to be diſcon- 
tented with my own ſhape or features, 


LO U-T-S. A. 


Axp Miſs Squirny is as well ſatisfied with her own 


beauty as you are with yours ; and yet you have mi- 
mick'd the odd caſt of her eyes ſo long, that a little 


more practice will make you downright ſquint : and it 


vou imitate Mrs. Mo/izre's ſtep much longer, I am 
afraid you will be quite lame. 


MARTI A. 
Wno is ridiculing natural defects now? 


LOUTS A. 


No, ſiſter, 'tis not natural, but acquir'd and volun- 
tary imperfections, that I am expoſing. 


MARI A. 


You are my elder fiſter, and have my mother's 


partiality to ſupport you ; but really theſe admonitions 
are a little too aſſuming. 


LOUIS A. 


I rox'T uſe to talk in ſo ſevere a ſtrain, but Miſs 
Melly, you have touch'd me on a tender point. The 
vaſt eſteem I have for Mrs. Molicre will not ſuffer me 


to hear her expos'd, nor can I be unconcern'd for your 
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character. It would be want of natural affection, to 
ſee you make yourſelf hated and ſhunn'd, as the peſt of 
ſociety ; which muſt be your lot, if you carry this cruel 
cenſorious temper into all companies. What pleaſure 
can you take in contemplating only on the blemiſhes of 
your own ſpecies? I ſhould think the beauties and 
graces of human nature a more elegant and agreeable 
1peculation. 
NA X IA. 


SISTER, are you almoſt come to the concluſion of 
this judicious lecture? 


LOUISA. 


As ſoon as I have recall'd to your memory one or 
two inſtances of the juſtice of divine providence on 
this crime of mocking natural defects. You know 
Jenny Flounce broke her leg in the very action of mi- 
micking her lame miſtreſs, and Miſs 7zter has ridi- 
culed her purblind ſiſter till ſhe is grown ſtark blind 
herſelf. My dear ſiſter, I perceive by the remorſe 
and confuſion that appear in your looks, I have ſaid 


enough: I will only repeat a few lines that may give. 


you a true notion of beauty, from a fine poem call'd 
The Art of Charming. 


What is the blooming tinfure of a Hin, 

To peace of mind, to harmony within ? 

What the bright ſparkling of the fineſt eye, 
To the ſoft ſoothing of a calm reply? 

Can comelineſs of form, or ſhape, or air, 
With comelineſs of words or deeds compare? 
No, thoſe at firſt th' unwary heart may gain, 
But theſe, theſe only can that heart retain. 


D'I A- 


AB 19 me. 


DIAL OG U E I. 
Againſt gaming. 


T RIFLE. 


EAR Lady Harriot, how am I rejoic'd to find 
| you able to bear company again after your long 
neſs? I have engag'd a charming party for 2ug- 
arille, as ſoon as ever you will appoint the time for 
their attendance at your own apartment. 


HARRIOT. 


You are very obliging indeed, Mrs. Trife, in taking 
fach care to divert me; and the vanity of my palt 
life has given you too much reaſon to believe I ſhall ſpend 
my future time to no better purpoſe : But this ſick- 
neſs has put my mind in another ſituation, and given 
me a quite different opinion of what I once call'd 
pleaſure and innocent amuſement, 


EE. 


I nor you are not grown ſo ſuperſtitious as to be 
afraid of gaming, or to think there can be any thing 
criminal in a pack of cards. Why, my dear, you 
are quite ſunk in ſpleen and vapours.—Pray did your 
grandmother ever teach you this notable rhyme ? that 


Cards and dice 
Are the devils device. 


HARRIOT. 


PrRHAPSs there's more truth in this rhyme than you 
imagine: It appears to me a fort of infernal ſtrata- 
gem, by which ſome evil genius was leading me on to 
my own deltruction, and the ruin of my family. 
When I married my Lord he was in free and eaſy 
circumſtances. By my attachment to cards, attended 
with conſtant ill luck, I embarraſs'd the tendereſt and 
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beſt of huſbands in a thouſand difficulties. The na- 
tural liberality of h's temper was reſtrain'd, to ſupply 
my extravagance, 'Thole generous actions that adorn'd 
h1s ſtate of proſperity, are now ſunk in a gloomy an- 
xiety how to anſwer the numerous debts my vanity had 
contracted. This thought ſate heavy on my heart, 
when I ſaw his concern for me in this late illneſs. 
It touch'd me with exquiſite remorſe to find him ſo 
tenderly ſolicitous for a life ſo deſtructive as mine has 
been to all the peace and tranquility of his ſoul ; that 


had clouded his gayeſt hours, and ſtain'd all the luſtre 
ot his former conduct 


T RIFLE. 


uus interrupt you now in my Lord's defence. 
No man has a fairer character, he has never reftrain'd 
your expences ; whatever ſums you loſt, he had Kill the 
gcnerolity to diſcharge your debts of honour. 


HARKLIOT. 


My d:bts of honour, as you call them, were indeed 
punctually paid; would to heaven my debts of equity 
and conſcience were half ſo well diſcharg'd! That 
juſtice might have ſav'd many an honeſt tradeſman and 
his family from want and miſery. But this curſt at- 
tachment to cards harden'd my heart againſt all the 
ſentiments of juſtice and compaſſion, and even effaced 
the tender impreſſions of nature from my heart. My 


children were negleGed, and left wholly to the care of | 


mercenary ſervants. My Lord, the beit of men, found 
me always cold and inſenſible to his merit and tender- 
neſs. Inſtead of ſoftening the perplexities of life, I 
plung'd him into new diſtreſs. His fondneſs would nat 
ſuffer him to be ſevere, and his gentle remonſtrances 
were inſignificant. An ardor for gaming poſſeſs'd all 


my ſoul, O-bre and 2uadrille ingroſs'd my whole at- 
tention ; theſe were the ſubjects of my waking thoughts, 


and of my nightly dreams. 


TRIFLE. 


| 
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1 RIFLE; 


Axp what more agreeable ſubje&t could employ 
your thoughts? But for the dear diverſion of cards, 
life would be an inſignificant thing, a mere blank. 
Were I debarr'd from that dear amuſement, breathing 
would be a fatigue, and I ſhould contentedly make my 
exit from the world. 


HARRIOT. 


Any pray what do you propoſe to entertain your- 
felf with in the next? What ſchemes of diverſion have 
you contriv'd, in which ꝛ0 paſs the tedious length of 
eternity ? 

© ES © 

Tuar's a concern ſo diſtant and uncertain, that it 
gives me no manner of trouble. Theſe ſort of chi- 
mera's never enter my brain, or if they did, I ſhould 
find ſome little diverſion or other, to baniſh ſuch gloomy 
ſubjects. 

HARRIOT. 


Bur a time will come when theſe gloomy ſubjects 
will preſs with their full energy on your mind. 'The 
not thinking on death, will not make us immortal.— 
I ſhould have talk'd juſt as you do now, before my laſt 


| Ulneſs, but that conquer'd all my gaiety. The phy- 


ſicians durſt not flatter me with life, nature ſeem'd to 
be making its laſt efforts to retain my flying breath. 
] thought every moment would be the fatal period of 
all my future hopes, and that death would immediately 
land me on ſome bleak and deſolate ſhore, a naked, 
un-embodied ſpirit, ſhivering with horror and guilt 
among ghoſts and gloomy ſpectres. My apprehenſion 
in this imerval was more quick and penetrating than 
uſual. I cannot expreſs with what an energy theſe 
terrors were fix'd on my imagination. Had I been 
poſſeſſor of the whole world, I would have given it 
tor ſome of thoſe ineſtimable hours I had laviſh'd away 
in guilt and vanity, 
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T RIFLE. 


I svpPos® the parſon of the pariſh put all theſe 


whimſies into your head: I hear he was very officious 
in attending you. 


HARRIOT. 


His attendance in this exigence was indeed my 
greateſt bleſſing. He acted becoming the prudence 
and ſanctity of his character; nothing could be more 
plain and ſincere, and at the ſame time more gentle 
and compaſſionate, I believe he thought me paſt hopes 
of recovery, and was embarraſs'd how to expreſs him- 


felf in ſuch terms, as might keep me from the oppoſits 
extremes of preſumption, or dear. 


NIE. 


Way you are quite in the ſpleen. I begin to find 
your diſorder contagious ; if you talk on theſe ſub- 
jets much longer 1 ſhall be in the vapours. But, 


dear Lady Horrict, are you reſolv'd to bid adieu te 
Ombre and Qgadrille? 


HARRIOT. 


I am yet but a young penitent, and dare not ſpeak 
too conhdently ; but I hope, by the divine aſſiſtance, 
to keep my reſolution: And to free myſelf from this 


inchantment, by flying the temptation, next week my 
Lord will carry me into the country. 


. 


AnD there I hope you'll live like Lady Grace, ia 
The Provo d Huſband, ſpend your time in reading, 
in walking by a canal, or fitting under a great tree. 
O the inſipid life ! I can't imagine how you will paſs 
the tedious ſummer, unleſs 'tis in catching butterflies, 
or making cowſlip balls for your children. 


H A X. 
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Nie. 


Ir my time had never been worſe imploy'd, I had 
been freed from the inquictude that now diſtracts my 
mind; while I reflect on my own guilt, and the per- 
plexities in which I find my Lord involy'd by my ex- 
travagant conduct. 


TRIFLI. 


Tuns is ſuch a ridiculous way of reaſoning, ſuch 
an unfaſhionable manner of thinking, that I can't bear 
it. Indeed, Lady Harriet, this ſickneſs has hurt your 
underſtanding. You are good for juſt nothing, but to 
retire with my Lord to his old manſion-houſe in the 
country ; for with theſe odd ſentiments, theſe ſingulari- 
ties, you would make a ſtrange figure in the Bean 
Monde: Your retirement will be very ſeaſonable. With- 
out interruption you may there go to church, and ſay 
your prayers; and inſtead of loſing your money po- 
litely at cards, you may give it away in alms, and pro- 
cure the inſignificant bleſſing of the poor and needy 
with it, and get yourſelf the laudable character of a 
very good Chriſtian. 


HARRIOT. 


I wisn I may deſerve it! that glorious title is 
now all my ambition. It was but a few weeks ſince, 
I would have given all that mortality can boaſt, for the 
privilege of ſuch a character. A fine lady a toaſted 
beauty, gave me little conſolation, when I thought my - 
ſelf entering the dreadful dominions of death, turning 
into a pale and ghaſtly carcaſe, confin'd in a gloomy 
vault among ſkeletons, worms and corruption : 
Theſe were diſmal ſcenes to one that never before had 
a ſerious thought of dying. 


1 


Tusk are diſmal ſcenes indeed! I ſhall dream of 
nothing but ghoſts and ſpectres this whole night. 
I befeech you, Lady H-rriof, let us quit this whimſical 

B 5 ſebyect, 
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ſubject, and talk no longer of death- beds and ſepul- 
chres. 


ASKRIQOT. 


Do you really believe you ſhall ever die? or if 
you ſhould live thirty years longer, are you ſure that 
you ſhall be no older than at this preſent inſtant ? 


T RIFLE. 
I Have not thought enough of theſe diſtant events, 


to give you a poſitive anſwer. I am but a ſhort- 
ſighted mortal, and never preſume to pry into futurity : 
At preſent I feel myſelf in perfect health, in the bloom 
of youth, without the leaſt inclination to meditate on 
death, or old age, as I have no ſymptom of cither. 
Paſſing the preſent hour gaily is my grand concern, 


PII ſeize the jocund moments as they Hy, 
Aud all the ills of future fate defy. 


HARRIOT. 


A VERY prudent reſolution ; could you ſtop the re- 
volutions of time, and command the ſun to ſtand ſtill. 


T RIFLES. 


Welt, my dear, I have had a ſufficient Memento of 
mortality for once. And when I come to viſit you 
in the country, I ſhall expe& to find you in your clo- 
ſet, with a Practiſe of Piety in your hand, and a death's 
head and an hour-glaſs before you; or if your devo- 
tion ſhould take a more romantic turn, perhaps. ou'll 
retire to ſome grotto, beautiful in the height of negli- 
gence, with your own fine flaxen hair falling over 
vour neck, like Mary Magdalen, in that picture that 
bangs by you. But I forget myſelf; you look as 
if you wanted reſt, and ſo, dear Lady Harriot, I'll 
leave you /ans ceremonies 


DIA 


ul- 


II 
DIALOGUE: Ml 


Againſt a life of pleaſure. 


CLERIMONT. 


AM ſurpriz'd, ſiſter, to find you have ſpent this 

whole day at home, and more, to hear you have 
no evening engagement. Are balls and aſſemblies pro- 
hibited ? or is the play-houſe lock'd up? or was you 
frighted with the ſight of a ghoſt, in your laſt mid- 
night ramble? 


ARABEL LL A. 


NoTuixc of all this, I am only trying the novelty 
of retirement. I have been running one dull circle of 
vanity theſe five years, in which every week, and al- 
moſt every day, has paſt without any variety, a mere 
tedious repetition of the ſame follies. 


CLERIMONT. 


Bur, my dear ſiſter, why would you put yourſelf 
to the trouble of ſo many experiments, before you 
would yield to the conviction of this great truth, that 
all below the ſun is vanity ? However, I am pleas'd 
with the change, but a little ſurpriz'd to find you grown 
ſo wiſe in an inſtant. This ſudden illumination looks 
more like the effect of caprice than of reaſon. Pray, 
Madam, from what hour laſt night may I date this 
glorious reformation ? or what was the occaſion that 
you parted from the aflembly ſo diſguſted, and fo tir'd 


of the world ? 


ARABELLAA. 


To diſguiſe nothing from you, brother, I fancy the 
world grows tir'd of me. I have appear'd ſo con- 
ſtantly at all public entertainments, that people ſeem 
weary of ſeeing me; and every new face, tho' not, 
perhaps, ſo handſome as wine, ingages the attention of 


all the pretty fellows. I may be as contemplative as I 


pleaſe 
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pleaſe in a crowd, no body troubles his head about me, 
nor makes the leaſt pretence to interrupt my meditation 


C LERIMO VN. 
Tux, Madam, I may hope for the honour of 
your company, in ſome of theſe vacant hours. 


ARABEELA. 

RrALL , Sir, you have little obligation to me, for 
making your houſe a ſanctuary from the contempt of 
mankind. 

CLERIEFMONT. 

"T'rs only the too great delicacy of your temper, 
that makes this ſuppoſition ; time has not yet impair'd 
a charm in your face. But IT have no deſign to com- 
pliment you with perpetual youth, nor would I have 
you fancy yourſelf quite ſo young, at fix and twenty, 
as you was at fixteen. 


ARABETL LA. 

You would ſooner perſwade me to reckon my age, 
like the Egypiians, by lunar years, and fancy myſelf 
fourſcore, 

CLERTMONT. f 

THERE is a greater decorum in ſetting yourſelf 
forward, than in going backward in life. For certain- 
ly the ſun does not ſtand ſtill, nor the year roll back- 
ward, nor will old ruſtic Time with his ſcythe and 
hour-glaſs, be perſwaded to flacken his ſpeed, in com- 
pliment to a fair lady. Declining autumn will ſoon 
overtake your youthful bloom; and however the fields 
again renew their verdure, a beauteous face, once de- 
cay'd, never regains a ſecond ſpring. 


ARABEL LAY. 

Welt, my dear brother, you ſhall place me in 
what ſituation you will. I have no reluctance to be 
thruſt back to the laſt broken arches in Mzirza's vi- 
Lon, the gravity of my preſent temper ſuits very well 
with that period of life. You ſhall forget I am your 
kiſter, if you pleaſe, and fancy I am your great grand- 
mother. C LE. 
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CLERKIMOUNST. 


Wu really, Madam, I begin to have a great ve- 
neration for you, and am delighted with the ſagacity of 
your temper ; you are mightily improv'd with one af- 
ternoon's ſolitude. But, dear Miſs Bell, let me aſk 
you one queſtion : On what terms did Car/os and you 
part, at your laſt interview? 


4X43 EZ LILA. 


Way, we parted, never to meet again. — This is a 
nice ſubject, and I beg you would drop it, and never 
name him to me for the fiture. 


CSS KIMOQONT, 


I am, Madam, your moſt obedient humble ſervant, 


and ſhall punctually obſerve your commands. If you 
keep this reſolution, you will eaſe my heart of irs 
weightieſt care. 


ARABEL L A. 


Pur yourſelf out of pain for my reſolution. You 
know great alterations ſometimes ſpring from trivial ac- 
cidents, in the moral, as well as the political world. In- 
deed my conformity to the Beau Monde was often di- 
ſembled and inſincere; half my follies were rather. the 


effect of afteHation than nature: I durſt not preſume to 


appear wiſer or better than other faſhionable people. 


CLERIMONT. 


T F18D then, 'tis ungenteel for people to be in their 
right ſenſes, . and that 'tis a ridiculous thing, to be wiſe 
or good beyond the ſtandard of the mode. 


L4RABELL A. 


Wur really, brother, with your ſobriety of diſcourſe 
and behaviour, you would make a very unpolite figure 
in ſome ſhining aſſemblies; and you would find it ne- 
ceſſary to make ſome apology tor being a reaſonable 

creature, 
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creature, and muſt certainly excuſe your intruding your- 
ſelf among well-bred company, in your right ſenſes, 


CLERIMONT, 


You give me a fine picture of the modiſh world; 
and when I frequent thoſe ſhining aſſemblies you de- 
ſcribe, I'll take care to aſk their pardon, for not being 
out of my wits, and make the beſt excuſe I can for 
coming among them, without being ſtark mad ; but then 
I ſhall expect ſome apology from thoſe gay animals, for 
preſuming to walk erect, and putting themſelves out of 
the claſs of their four footed brethren, who act by in- 
ſtint, and ſport, and fight, and feed, and ſleep, and 
die. But, my dear fiſter, let me ak you, how, 
with your good ſenſe and ſtritt education, you have 
been able to ſpend theſe laſt five years in gaming, dan- 
cing, dreſſing and ſleeping ? Did you think this the end 
of your creation, and the grand concern of a rational 
and immortal being? Or could you ever, at night, reflect 
with ſatisfaction on one of the days ſpent in ſuch a 
wild chaſe of vanity and extravagance ? 


KADSELL 2: 


S1NCE you will take on you the office of my con- 
ſeſſor, I think myſelf oblig'd in conſcience to ſpeak the 
truth. I have been ſo far from reflecting with ſatisfac- 
tion on my paſt conduct, that as ſoon as ever I found 
myſelf alone, and at leiſure for thought, the review of 
my daily follies and indiſcretions made me the moſt 
unhappy creature on earth. Sometimes my own ill 
addreſs, at other times the fancy'd neglect of the com- 
pany, ſunk me in the vapours; and often a ſecret re- 
morſe for the guilt of ſo much time miſpent, baniſh'd 
ſleep from my eyes, and peace from my ſoul. 


CLERIMONT. 


An yet, like the ſun, you could riſe again in the 
morning, and with freſh vigour begin the glorious toi], 
and run your diurnal race in he fame circle of vanity. 


But 


— —————— 
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— hut after ſuch a train of diſappointments, what 
could you promiſe yourſelf from the enſuing day, be- 
yond what you found in the paſt? 


ARABELL 2. 


I aLways flatter'd myſelf that ſome nice circum- 
ſtance, ſome fortunate concurrence of events, which ne- 
ver happen'd before, would render the next entertain- 
ment more complete than the laſt. 


CLERIMONT. 
Ix this ſucceſſion of vain expectations and blaſted 
hopes, the generality of mankind waſte their lives, 
The hoary fool, who many days 
Has ftraggled with continual ſorrow, 
Renews his hopes, and blindly lays 
The 4 ſp "rate bet upon to-morrow. 
To-morrow cms; "tis noon, "tis night ; 
This day like all the former flies ; 
Yet on he runs to ſeth delight 
To-morrex, till to-night he dies. Prion, 


> However this caſtle building, this ſelf deluſion is 

51] more excuſable in the firit than in the latter part of 

wm life; that declining ſeaſon ought rather to be ſpent in 

5 a ſerious reflection on paſt errors, than in a viſionary | 
{& expectation of new enjoyments. —Y ou find I am grow- [| 
ul ing grave, why don't you interrupt me What pam- 
n- phlet is that ly ing in your lap? | 
e- 

va ARABELE 4. 


On, a very moral treatiſe, call'd the Toy-/vop. If I 
did not reſolve on a thorough reformation, I ſhould be 
quite angry with the author tor placing me in ſuch a ri- 


the diculous light to myielf. Yery is quite out of favour ; 
toil, nor has my footman carried a compliment to any lap- 
ut - dog of quality this morning. —Y ou will give me leave 


- But to 
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to read a ſpeech of the maſter of the toy - ſnop on this 
ſubject. 

HERE“, a dog now, that never eat but upon plate ow 
china; nor ſet his foot but upon a carpet or a cuſhion, 
Here's one too; this dog belong'd to a lady of as great 
beauty and fortune as any in England; be vas her moſt 
intimate friend and particular favourite; and upon that 
account has receiv'd more compliments, more reſpect, aud 
more addreſſes than a firſt minifler of tate. Here's ano- 
ther, which was doubtleſs a dog of ſingular worth and 
great importance; ſince at his death one of the greateſt fa- 
milies in the kingdom were all in tears, receiv'd no wiſits 
for the ſpace of a week, but ſhut themſelves up, and 
mourn'd their loſs with inconſolable ſorrow. This dog, 
awhile he lid, either for contempt of his perſon, neglect 
of his buſineſt, or ſaucy and impertinent behaviours in 
their attendance on him, had the honour of turning away 
ufevards of thirty ſervants. He died at laſt of a cold 
caught by follaauing one of the maids into a damp room, for 
awhich jhe loft her place, her wages, and her character. 


I sEx, brother, you are delighted with this ſatire, 


CLERIMONT. 
Non can you be angry, my dear ſiſter, to find this 
folly ridicul'd in a manner fo genteel and ſprightly. 


| ARABELEL. 

Lau rather pleas'd.—AﬀeCtation is more eaſily cur'd 
than nature. This is a folly I can eafily put off: I 
was only a mimick to Miſs Madiſb, being unwilling ſhe 
ſhould outſhine me in any part of a fine character. 
She liſp'd ſo prettily, and talk'd ſuch charming non- 
ſenſe to her little Shock, that it rais'd my ambition to 
equal her in thoſe nice accompliſhments. But I was 
never ſincere in my civilities to lap-dogs and mon- 
keys. I may own to vou, without detriment to my 
underſtanding, that I had always, a ſecret contempt for 
the whole animal- race. 

It wnfiniſhd, 
L E T. 


wh as Þ2 
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PERSON of your merit, Sir, need not 
wonder if you leave unknown friends ia 
all company, and that you find one in- 
tereſted in your happineſs, to waom you 
are almoſt a ſtranger. Some time ſince, 
I happen'd to be one of the company, 
where your good humour and wit was the greatelt en- 
tertainment: your ſentiments were juſt and agreeable 
on every ſubject, but one, and that (among a great va- 
riety) chanc'd to be the immortality of the foul. I was 
concern'd, I confeſs, to hear you (in every thing elſe ſo 
reaſonable) employ your arguments againſt the dignity 
of human nature, and the brighteſt privilege of man- 
kind; without which reaſon is our greateſt curſe, an in- 
ſeparable plague, and renders our lot leſs happy than 
that of the brute creation, who purſue pleaſures proper 
to their faculties, without the tormenting remonſtrances 
of conſcience, 


Wut 
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WHarT advantage can you men of pleaſure propoſe, 
in deveſting yourſelves and the reſt of mankind of this 
privilege of immortality? The proſpect perhaps of a 
future hell may moleſt your tranquility : bur after all, 
will confidence and raillery leſſen its certainty ? Are you 
arriv'd at a demonſtration that there are no burning lakes 
to puniſh the vitious, nor celeſtial crowns to reward the 
virtuous? Are your principles grounded on unqueſtion- 
able evidence? Or do you pretend to no more than an 
equal hazard that things may, or may not be as you 
wiſh them? Grant but this, and there is no excuſe for 
your extravagance. Were a future ſtate but a mere 
poſſibility, twere madneſs to ſtake infinite ages of bliſs 
againſt the pleaſures of a day: Even that ſhort time is 
more than you can ſecure; you are altogether uncertain 
of the next moment's fruition of theſe trifles you value 
ſo much for their being, what you call, viſible and pre- 
ſent ; and of this you are as uncertain, as you think the 
pious man is of all his viſionary hopes and fancy'd para- 
diſe. In one ſenſe yours is as much a life of faith, as 
his; for whatever you boat of the preſent, you are ſel- 
dom pleas'd with it ; the greateſt part of your happi- 
neſs, as well as his, conſiſts in expeRation and diſtant 
proſpects: Yet the good man has this advantage, that 
his agreeable reveries will laſt as long as his life; and 
death, which alone can rob him of the glorious fiction, 
puts him for ever out of a capacity of lamenting his 
loſs; while the libertine's golden dreams are perpetually 
broken and interrupted ;. every new attainment convin- 
ces him too ſadly of his deluſion ; fruition diſſolves the 
pleaſing error, and leaves him in deſpair of ever reach- 
ing that point of happineſs which his imagination forms. 
And if religion is a deluſion, 'tis the moſt laſting and 
fortunate one in the world. But if there are indeed 
fields of bliſs and ſhades of love, infinite pleaſures and. 
immortal day, you men of the world will find you have 
made a fatal bargain. Or ſhould all theſe fine things 

rove the tales of mercenary prieſts, you are ſtill the 
Naas, for it muſt be acknowledged, that a on 
| ife 
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life is attended with greater mortifications than a reli- 

gious one, How eaſy are all the difficulties that virtue 

exacts, to thoſe which our own unbounded paſſions im- 

| poſe! The moſt nice and refined luxury is accompanied 

with exquifite vexation, and the ſofteſt idols of our 

ſenſe are our greateſt plagues. Thoſe toys, the women, 

Sir, that you and I ſo much admire, ſoft or ſevere, 

are our neceſſary tormentors ; and we are greater ſuf 

ferers by their kindneſs than their cruelty. Tis true, 

J have not much reaſon to complain of their favours, 

* mais, Monſieur, vous etes une homme fait @ charmer les 

belles, & jeuir les bones graces des femmes. This is 

your ſnare, and that which damns half the race of 

men. Could you eſcape but this, you might yet attain 

| the ſkies, and bid fair for a celeſtial preterment ; nor 
| need it coſt you ſo dear, as wholly to renounce the 
charming ſex ; you are not forbidden an honourable and 


lawful engagement, which has infinitely more charms 
than the mercenary careſſes of a wh—re. To forfeit 
3 an immortal paradiſe for the undiſtinguiſhing favours 
- of an impudent coquet, is the moſt deſperate madneſs ; 
Þ *tis to anticipate the torments below, and double one's 
t own damnation. 
it 
d BELIEVE me, Sir, I have not written this from 
* an enthuſiaſtic zeal: I am no bigot, nor fanatic ; and 
is if you knew me, you would eaſily take my word, that 
E Jam no blind votary to the prieſthood. What I have 
—— faid, 1s from a generous and humane ſentiment, with a 
ne deſign worthy of that ſincerity and friendſhip which one 
h- man of honour owes another, I beg you on this ac- 
18. count to pardon the length and freedom of my letter; 
d. for I think it would be no ill- breeding to moleſt a fine 
ed gentleman, if he had a mind to damn himſelf. How- 
nd. | ever, I'll impoſe no longer on your patience, but leave 
8 you 
88 * 
the 
us * But you, Sir, are a man made to charm the fair, 
life and enjoy the good graces of the ladies. 
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you with this quotation from one of the greateſt men 
in the world, Monſicur Pas CAL contre Pindifference dts 
Athees, 


* ENTRE nous, le ciel, & Penfer, ou le nb ant, il n 
a que la vie, qui eft la choſe du monde la plus fragile; 
& la ciel n'ctant pas certainement pour ceux qui doubtent 
ft leur ame «ft immortelle, ils n'ont & attendre gue Penfer, 
ou le neant., Il ny a rien de plus reel que cela, ni de 
plus terrible, Faiſons tant que nous woudrons les braves 
woila la fin qui attend la plus belle wie du monde. C' 
en vain qu ils detournent leur penſee de cette tternite 
qui les attend, comme ili la pcuwvcient antantir en n'y 
penſaut point, Elle ſub/iſte malgre cux, elle vavance, & 
la mort qui la doit ouvrir, les mittra dans peu de tems 
dans Phorrible neceſſite detre tternellement ou antantis, 


ou malheureux. 
I am, Sir, 
with all imaginable ſincerity, 
your humble ſervant, 
CARLOS, 


— 


* Between us, heaven and hell, or annihilation, there 
is only this life, the fraileſt thing in the world: And as 
heaven, certainly, is not for thoſe who doubt whether 
their ſouls are immortal, they have only to expect hell, 
or annihilation. There is nothing more real than this, 
nor more terrible. Let us affect bravery as much as we 
pleaſe, this is the end of the happieſt life in the world ! 
In vain do they turn off their thoughts from that eter- 
nity which awaits them, as if they could annihilate it, 
by not thinking of it: It remains in ſpite of them, it 


draws near, and death. that muſt remove them into it, 


will in a little time place them in the horrible neceſſity 
of being either eternally nothing, or miſerable. 


LETTER 


T 
ALC AN DER to CLERIMONT. 


Mus reproach your unaccountable delay in an 

affair of ſuch importance, as I intruſted you with, 
and which you are engag'd to accompliſh, or loſe your 
life in the attempt. And what is your life, that you 
ſhould deliberate on ſuch à glorious occaſion ? what 
is your life, that you ſhouJd balance it againſt your 
honour and conſcience ? againſt the preſent ſafety and, 
perhaps, immortal happineſs of the fair Zuci/ia ? Is it 
ſach a glorious thing to breathe, to eat, to ſleep, that 
you ſhould prolong your hours to ſo little purpoſe, and 
lengthen your exiſtence for ſuch inferior ends ? 


Vov can but die, my Lord, and conſidering death 


abſtractly as the period of human action, a violent or 
natural death is juſt the ſame; but conſidering death 
in another relation, a man that falls a ſacrifice in the 
defence of virtue and the cauſe of truth, has infinitely 
the advantage of one who reſigns his breath to the ne- 
ceſſity of ſome fatal diſcaſe. 


Lr the event be what it will, you are abſolutely 
oblig'd to attempt the reſcue of my fair proſelyte from 
the tyranny of her bigotted and ſuperſtitious guardian, 
and to carry her into ſome proteſtant country. If you 
ſhould abandon her in this exigence, ſhe will be re- 
duc'd either to deny the faith to which her ſoul aſ- 
{ents, and hazard her eternal ruin; or by confeſſing the 
truth, to expoſe herſelf to the fury of blinded zeal. 


To this, you know, I fell a victim, and that in the 
moſt baſe and treacherous manner. "Twas, 1 confeſs, 
my Lord, with the utmoſt reluctance, that I accompa- 
nicd you in your travels to Rome, and nothing but the 

abſolute 


: 
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abſolute commands of my father could have compel7d 
me to it. Such an abhorrence had I for holy fraud and 
tyranny, ſuch a contempt for the ſolemn fopperies of 
the popiſh religion, that I knew to what the openneſs 
of my temper would expoſe me. I had ballanced the 
hazard, and reſolv'd upon no conſideration to part with 
my integrity. I was unpractis'd in the arts of evaſion ; 
my tongue always ſpoke the language of my heart, 
and would not for all the ſun encompaſs'd have utter'd 
a known falſhood. In the common forms of converſa- 
tion I never deviated from the rules of ſincerity ; but 
where religion was concerned, I would not have pur- 
chas'd life with all its joys, by the ſhadow of a lie, by 
the leaſt equivocation. This was the reſolution I made 
at my entrance on the popiſh dominions. You was 
often an uneaſy witneſs of the hazard I ran, by ſhewing 
an open contempt of their idolatrous proceſſions. Yet, 
perhaps I was to blame in treating their ſacred vani- 
ties with an offenſive levity, when a ſerious conviction 
had been more ſucceſsful : But 1 could not view their 
conſecrated trifles with any manner of gravity, nor con- 
ceal my contempt of holy legends ; nor durſt I incur 
the guilt of ſuch diſſimulation as I ſaw practis'd by my 
own nation. I had many preſages of the fatal event, 
while I ſecretly defied hell and all its agents, their 
flames, their racks, and every infernal engine. A thou- 
ſand illuſtrious witneſſes had trod the arduous path, and 
led the way to glory : I rather courted than avoided 
the happy deſtiny, and ſpoke and acted with the ſame 
liberty, as I would have done in a proteſtant country. 


Tur freedom, however, which I took in converſa- 
tion with the Cardinal * * * was with the greateſt ſe- 
curity. My frequent viſits to that generous man gave 
me an eaſy acceſs to his beautiful niece, who from the 
gentleneſs of her uncle's diſpoſition found more liberty 
than the /ralian culloms allow'd. From the moment I 
ſaw her I lov'd her, and could not but oblerve the at- 
tention with which ſhe liſten'd to my diſcourſes e 

1 reli- 
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religious nature. With a freedom becoming the inno- 
cence of her thoughts, ſhe gave me frequent opportunities 
of converſing with her : By this I diſcover'd that the 
virtues of her mind anſwer'd all the promiſe of her face, 
and animated her outward form with ſuch unrival'd ele- 
gance and beauty, that even I, who have ſeen celeſtial 
perfection, ſtill think her lovely. But tis her heavenly 
diſpoſition that has kindled that divine affection, which 
J dare avow in theſe ſerene and holy regions, where 
nothing impure ſhall ever enter. She is not more the 
care of her guardian angel than mine. 


As Heaven gave my arguments ſucceſs, and brought 
the gentle convert from the darkneſs in which ſhe was 
educated, I have a particular concern to ſecure her 
tender mind from any temptation to a relapſe into her 
firſt ſuperſtition. Her own fears, with my importunity 


and aſſurance of the moſt honourable protection, pre- 


vail'd with her to conſent to the plan I had laid for her 
ſecurity ; which I intruſted to your care, when J found 
the wound was mortal, which I receiv'd from the trea- 


cherous fryar, at the entrance of a monaſtery. 


BELIEVE me, my Lord, your conſcience, your ho- 
nour is engag'd to diſcharge the truit I deliver'd to you 
with my expiring breath; and I renew my importu- 
nity, that you would protect the helpleſs maid, and 
tranſport her to ſome place where ſhe may enjoy her 
liberty, ſafe from the terrors of the infernal Inquiſition. 


SHE is worth the care of angels, and "twill be a 
noble ſatisfaction to your mind, when you reflect that 
you have protected ſuch virtue. Theſe are actions 
which muſt meet with approbation in the empyrean 


courts, and are ſubje&s worthy the admiration of the 


ſplendid ſocieties of heaven. Theſe beneficent ſpirits 

intereft themſelves in the affairs of mortals, and give 

every gencrous attempt its juſt and full applauſe. Adieu. 
ALCANDER, 


LETTER 
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To the Honourable Mrs, ———— 


Mavan, 1697. 


CovuLp not hold my pen to write to any perſon 

in the world beſides your Ladyſhip ; but I am fo 
tranſported to hear from you, and have ſuch a mind to 
ſay ſomething to you, that my ſoul exerts its utmoſt 
force, as reſolv'd to conquer the weakneſs of my body. 
I have been a long time hovering on the very 
edges of the immaterial world; and tho' the proſpect 
look'd all dark and formidable, yet my ſoul could not 
fancy herſelf on the very precipice of the inviſible 
world, and ceaſe to be inquiſitive, any more than ſhe 
could ceaſe to be a ſoul. My curioſity was fo great to 
know how un-embodied ſpirits act, and what regions 
they inhabit, that I could willingly have taken a leap 
in the dark to be ſatisfy d. 


We fee the waves, and hear the billows roar, 
. The daſhing racks, and hollow whiſtling wind. 
'Tis a awide leap to that dark, dreadful ſhove, 
And none come back to tell us what they find. 


I cax hofd up my head no longer, but yet, Madam, 
I'll ſtay to tell you (for perhaps I may never write to 
you more) that the cold embraces of death ſhall never 
freeze up the kindneſs I have for you: No, the ſacred 
fame ſhall glow in my breaſt to eternity. [I'll be your 
guardian angel, and leave paradiſe to converſe with 
you; and when fate ſhall call you away, I'll be the 
firſt kind ſpirit that ſhall greet yours, and with a thou- 
ſand celeſtial ſongs welcome your arrival to the bleſt 
land of love; and to indear myſelf the more to you, 


I My 
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My foul 1 will fo much conform to thine, 
T hou ſcarce ſhalt knoxw thy own bright ſoul from mine. 


AxD now, Madam, farewel ; if I die I ſhall refign 
my breath as calmly as infants fall afleep, and with a 
{pirit becoming 

Your fricnd and ſervant. 


P. S. Tis too much, that Mr. ſhould be 
concern'd for my illneſs. My ſervice to him, and tell 
him I'll find him out among his brother angels, and 
entertain him with my ſongs in requital. 


L E 


. 
To the ſame. 


Mana, 


UST as your letter came, I was going to take the 

air, inſtead of feel, for the ſpleen, as you call it; 
but I rather flatter myſelf, that this chagrin is the pure 
effect of reaſon and reflection. I am tir'd with what- 
ever I have yet enjoyed in the world, and expect no 
greater ſatisfactions here. And, for my part, I can't 
amuſe myſelf with trifles, nor reliſh thoſe inſipid things, 
that, with the greateſt part of the world, paſs for the 
very eſſentials of happineſs ; and were I never to enjoy 
pleaſures more ſublime and rational, methinks, I could 
this moment throw up my title to 1mmortality. I am 
cloy'd with all the impertinences that attend human life, 
and long to know what novelties the inviſible regions 
have to entertain me with, I can find no guſt in any 
thing but the thoughts of being plung'd in immortal 
pleaſures, and being regal'd with infinite beatitudes. 


Vol. II. C I Hore. 
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I ore, Madam, I need not aſk your pardon for 
growing ſerious on a ſubject like this; ſince to be other- 
wiſe, when I believe myſelf upon the very borders of 
eternity, would be a levity that my own reaſon would 
reproach me with for ever. 


You may call it ſpleen, or fancy, or what you 
pleaſe; but I think it more reaſonable to believe it the 
impulſe of ſome friendly ſpirit, to prepare me for the 
important part I am ſhortly to act. 


Ir you never hear from me again, be aſſur'd, I ſhall 
carry my affection for you to the regions of peace and 
amity, and cheriſh the gentle diſpoſition till we meet 
again, 

And if on earth wwe tafle ſuch frveets in love, 
How boundl:ſs will its raptures be above ? 
Adieu. 


My ſervice to Mr. ; he talk'd of reading 
Charnock's ſermons, but not knowing whether he'll 
carry them to L , I did not ſend them now ; but 


tell him, if he will, he may ſend for them to-morrow, 
and keep them as long as he pleaſes. Tis pity, when 
there's ſo much divinity in the world, people ſhould be 
forc'd to read Ludl:ww's Memoirs on Sundays. 


1 am, &C. 
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S 8 I IO 5 „ , 
To the ſame. 


1697. 


ELL, Madam, you ſhall e'en have it your own 

way: I have the vapours, am Joſt in ſpleen ; 
or what elſe could put ſuch odd conceits into my head 
«s theſe, that I am mortal, that the date of my life is 
uncertain, 


! 
1 
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uncertain, that perhaps I may never ſee another riſing 
ſun, or before the cloſe of another evening, 


My foul may leave this tenement of clay, 
And to an unknown ſomewhere wing its way. 


Mr. Norris. 


Future ſecurities are indeed very impertinent cares, and 
a box of pills is, without doubt, an excellent remedy 
for ſuch melancholy whimſies as theſe. 


BuT without raillery, Madam, ſhould I recover my 
health, and get rid of theſe dangerous ſymptoms, you 
cannot tax me with ſuperſtition, for making the beſt 
proviſion I can in a matter of ſo vaſt conſequence, 
While people are in their right ſenſes, it cannot be an 
indifferent caſe to them, whether they are to be happy 
or miſerable in an endleſs duration. 


Nor that I think it neceſſary to a future happineſs, 


to quit all the innocent enjoyments of life, or that I 


am contracting ſuch intimacies with celeſtial beings, as 
to grow indifferent to my earthly acquaintance. I am 
not yet ſo mortify'd, as you imagine, to human paſſions. 
There is an eternal propenſity in my ſoul to love and 
beneficence: I receiv'd the generous principle with the 
breath of life, and find it inſeparable from my exiſt- 
ence ; nor can time or diftance blot from my memory 
the intervals of pleaſure I have enjoy'd in your con- 
verſation. | 


Bur I have no more to ſay to your Ladyſhip on this 
ſubject, for I don't deſign to engage you againſt me too; 
therefore I defire your leave, Madam, to fay the reſt to 
Mr. for I have recollected myſelf now. 


Six, Lam unwilling to loſe an opportunity of telling 
you, that my inclinations to ſolitude are neither the 
effects of melancholy, or ill-nature, or the narrow prin- 


C 2 ciple 
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Cple of believing I was born wholly for myſelf ; much 
leſs do they ariſe from any affected delicacy, or ambi- 
tion of being thought better and wiſer than other peo- 
ple. I aſpire to no character above that of a reaſonable 
creature. But you know, Sir, there are nobler induce- 
ments to retirement than theſe ; and if I tell you, that 
I chuſe it as the greateſt improvement of my reaſon 
and morals, and the beſt method I can find to be happy, 
I hope you'll grant I have given you a very fair ac- 
count of thoſe reſolutions, which you arc pleas'd to 
think ſo fantaſtic and unreaſonable. I confeſs, Sir, one 
may think in a crowd, and make ſome imperfect re- 
flections; but 'tis ane that you form your moſt exact 
and impartial notions. Tis then you examine vulgar 
prejudices, and reject the little principles of the bigotted 
and ſuperſtitious; 'tis then you fortify yourſelf againſt 
the tyranny of cuſtom, and the impoſitions of perſons, 
who do a thouſand unreaſonable things themſelves, and 
gravely tell you, tis ſingularity and ill breeding not to 
ynitate them. | 


Bur then you tell me, 'tis poſſible to think too much. 
This, Sir, from you is an extraordinary caution ; yet ! 
as Iittle fear being too thoughtful, as being too wiſe 
or good: I am ſure the more we exert the force of our 
underſtanding, the more clear and ſublime our ideas are. 
And ſuppoſe the worſt, that theſe intenſe operations of 
the mind ſhould waſte the ſpirits, tis in doing the buſt - 
neſs of life apace; and when our parts are ated, we 
are ready to quit the ſtage. Nor 1s it a long, but happy, 
life which I would chuſe ; and I am convinc'd that pri- 
vacy is the moſt likely way to make mine fo. 


Nor by me cer fall you, 

You of all names the favecteft and the beſt, 

You muſes, books, and lilerty, and reſt, 

You fountains, fields, and floods, forſaken be, 

As long as life itſelf forſakes not me. | 
Cowley. | 
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Heer my hours are abſolutely at my own diſpoſal, 
nor am I oblig'd to devote any par: of my time, (that 
invaluable time which flies, and never again returns) to 


TW ꝛrifling and ceremony. Here I necd not flatter the vain, 
- nor be tir'd with the impertinent, nor be confin'd to a 
t certain ſet of inſipid ſubjects, that have been drain'd a 
n thouſand times over. But here my thoughts can enter- 
1 tain me with endleſs variety; and when I am weary of 
* re flecting on the impertinent hurry that mortals make in 
to paſſing to their graves, the ſordid deſigns of ſome, and 
ne the ſplendid follies of others; with the laſt contempt 1 
* een bid mankind farewel, and launching out into the 
& - boundlels ether, entertain myſelf with much more noble 
dar and charming ſpeculations. 

ed 

nit 1 view the ſpangled wonders of the fey ; 

ns, Where I obſerve, with an admiring ſenſe, 


Their motion, magnitude and influence. 
Ranging thro” heav'u's vaſt tract, mithinks, I hear 
7% harmonious mufic of each tuneful ſphere, 


ach. Swarms of ncw worlds diſcover, and ſurvcy 


5 The ſparkling glories of the milky æuay. 
5 Now thro" th* cmpyrean hea n I freely rode, 
re. And feaſt my ſenſes on the throne of Jove, 
1s of View thoſe eternal manſions, where the bleſt 
buſi- Are rapt with joys too great to be ea preſt. 
|, we 
appy, I nave done, Sir, now, which I believe you'll think 
it pr. very good news. 
| Jan, &. 
| 
* 4 CON 
Hr * 3 LETTER 


I. 
To the ſame. 


Rreriv'p your Ladyſhip's long letter, and another 

ſince ; they were both extremely welcome, but how 
welcome I want words to tell you, According to your 
I adyſhip's order, I writ a letter, and ſent it to From, 
to inquire for ſomebody that went to Sherborn Fair, 
but could hear of none that deſign'd to go. How- 
ever, if they had, T ſhould have order'd the bearer to 
have left it at philoſopher Fox's ſhop, to have ſav'd 
Michael a few ſteps, For the truth of it is, your La- 
dyſhip had ſet him a pretty odd kind of a taſk ; and 1 
warrant he afk'd every fellow that ſtood with his mouth 
open, his back againſt a poſt, and one of his legs 
croſs'd over his ſtaff, whether he liv'd at Frome ? and 
if he did, whether he had no letter about him for 
his lady? However, the worſt of it was, Micha! 
loſt his labour; for which I am very ſorry, and ſhall 
never be eaſy, till I think your Ladyſhip has receiv'd 
this, to inform you that I was not only diſappointed 
then of ſending to Sherborn, but likewiſe the Saturday 
after to Bruton. For I am vain enough to meaſure 
your Ladyſhip's friendſhip by my own ; ane if I am 
deluded, I would not be undeceiv'd for the world ; no, 
1'd rather indulge the bleſt fiction till I die. And now 
I think of dying, I defire your Ladyſhip to ſpeak to 
Mr. that, when he prays for long life for him- 
ſelf and his friends, he'd be pleas'd to leave me out 
ot his petitions, for I don't intend to ſtand to them; 
no, nor to your Ladyſhip's neither, tho? I muſt confeſs 
fixty years is a more reaſonable time than an hundred. 
However, I'll add my prayers to your Ladyſhip's, for 
double the time for you. You are happy, Madam, 
and will be fo, I hope, when I am lodg'd in a filens 
grave; therefore you may wiſh for long life; but 


T hey 
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They merit not to live at all, 
Who care to live unbleft. 


T Faxcy I have more news to tell you beſides this ; 
and ſome of it is, that S, was here yeſterday, and 
lodg'd here one night. He's ſet up for a quack now, 
and keeps all the markets, Dinah got a copy of verſes 
from him, that was to be ſent to his miſtreſs; and to 


give you a taſte of his poetry, I'll repeat two of his 
verſes to your Ladyſhip. 


Then do but think, deer Madam, how ] ſmart, 
WV hen all your aarts flick hiſſing in my heart ? 


Mvucn ſuch another piece of poetry came yeſterday 
to kiſs my fair hands; 'twas brought by a man in a 
blue coat, the colour of your livery. He would deli- 
ver the letter himſelf, and before I open'd it, I aſk'd 
him whence it came ? he told me from L ; fol 
broke it open with all the impatience of love. The 
hand was very much like your Ladyſhip's, and before 
I look'd on the letter that came with the poem, I fell 
to reading the verſes, and wonder'd at my heart what 
had put your Ladyſhip into ſuch an unlucky verſify- 
ing humour; for I muſt nceds ſay, that I did not like 
them, no, tho' I thought them your Ladyſhip's ; and 
if any thing could have made me partial, that would. 
But I had not read much of the poem before I had 
the curioſity to look over your letter (as I then thought 
it) but when J found a gentleman's name ſubſcrib'd to 
it (tho' I neither knew, nor car'd a ſtraw who the gen- 
tleman was) it put me into a rapture, and I began to 
thank the ſtars that your Ladyſhip was ſtill in your 
wits. And becauſe you ſhall pardon theſe impudent 


thoughts of mine, ſee how the mighty bard begins: 


C4 When 
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When Ver brgan to peep from ether's coaſts 

On the terraqutous globe, and num'rous hoſts 

Of arid, puddling objects all arount 
Encumpuſſing the frozm ground. 


G3 


I'll ſhew it you, if I don't die of a broken heart be- 
tore I ſee you again: But you ſhall have a little more 
ot it now. 


Z; ! Philomela des prepare to fing 
Her warbling anthems to the joyful ſi ring. 
She peeps her radiant head 
Up from her graſs-green bed, 
And among circumambient notes, 
She's known from all their charming throats, &C. 


Poor Pegaſus ! thou waſt never ſo wretchedly rid before, 
except when Sbud got aſtride thee, 


I THINK it will be convenient to leave room to ſub- 
{cribe myſelf 


Tous, &C. 


5 
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LET TER VII. 
Jo the ſame. 


F you knew the ſentiments of my heart, you would 
find no reaſon to complain of me. Can you think 
me ſo ſtapid, as not to prefer ſuch' converſation as yours, 
to muſing away my hours in a chamber, if 1 really 


thought myſelf fit for ſociety ? but my ſoul is perfectly 
untun'd, 
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untun'd, and you have more reaſon to pity than re- 
proach me. You may imagine, that converſing with a 
man of Mr. Rowe's elegant taſte ard good ſenſe, muſt 
have given me a perfect diſguſt to all the ſociety this 
country affords. I own it has had that effect, and I 
love the town very well : But a gloomy turn of thought 
gives me ſuch an averſion to company, that all the im- 
portunity of Mr. Roave's relations cannot make me re- 
ſolve to go back to them; tho' I have an affection for 
them more tender than all the ties of nature. 


I am extremely pleas'd with the fine characters the 
world gives of Lady - and Lady : How 
much muſt you merit, whoſe example has given ſuch 
perfect patterns of virtue to the world | I never read 
the Spectator, but I apply all his characters of a fine 
woman to you. I don't uſe to make ſpeeches of this 
kind, you know, therefore you may depend on the 


kncerity of, 
| M adam, 


ur, &c. 


P. S. I hope by this time you have procur'd Dr. 
Scot's works; for I am ſure you'll be extremely pleas'd 
in reading them. I read lately, in one of his books, a 
diſcourſe call'd Chriſt's regal ads; where he treats of 
the laſt Judgment in ſuch a ſurprizing manner, that no 
poetical deſcription can go beyond it. I know you will 
be tranſported with it, and I ſhall ſcarce enjoy myſelf 
till you have read it. *T'is in the ſecond volume of 
his Chriſtian ly. Pray make me eaſy, and zead it as 
foon as you can. 
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To the ſame. 
1717. 

V letters ought to be call'd epiſtles from the 

dead to the living, for I know nothing relating 
to this world, to entertain my ſurviving friends with ; 
nor are people very fond of keeping a correſpondence 
with ghoſts and phantoms, or receiving intelligences 
from another world ; and as there are no ſhades in theſe 
deſolate regions of greater conſequence than myſelf, 
nothing happens remarkable enough to bear a recital. 
When I was alive, I never was very fond of talking 
of myſelf ; but being the greateſt novelty in this place, 
am now forc'd upon the ſubject, for want of ſome- 
thing more conſiderable. Tis poſlible, I find, to be 
happy in the abſence of all that people call amuſement 
and diverſion. When the mind is in a ſituation ſupe- 
rior to the changing ſcenes below the ſun, in purſuit 
of boundleſs and immortal bliſs, the ſoul with a noble 
freedom aſcends the celeſtial heights, in ſearch of its 
great original, the fountain of its exiſtence, and centre 
of all its hopes. | 


All other joys are viſfonary bliſe, 
But here is all ſubflantial ecſtaſy. 


Put were theſe gay ſpeculations a deluſion, let me be 
thus deceiv'd, 'till death ſhall end the pleaſing dream. 
Were the Chriſtian heaven as great a fable as the poets 
Elyſium, *tis a fable ſb beautifully contriv'd, that I 
would not exchange it for the gloomy ſcheme of the 
molt ſagacious free-thinker ; rather let me indulge the 
charming delirium, and entertain myſelf with the tranſ- 


porting fiction, ul ti.at and my exiſtence meet their 
tual period. 


Is 
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Tx I liv'd among mortals, I ſhould certainly know how 
to direct to Lady ; but being in a ſtate of ſe- 
parate exiſtence, this ignorance is excuſable : Yet, whe- 
ther I am dead or alive, I am always, 


Madam, 


LET TER IX. 


To the fame. 


MabaAu, 1720. 
Cax r forbear expreſſing my concern for you un- 
der this ſevere affliction of the death of my Lady 

Tis impertinent to reaſon, and againſt the 

dictates of nature, or elſe you might ſatisfy yourſelf 

with the extraordinary character ſhe has left behind her, 
and her reſt from the misfortunes of life. 


T heu beſt of all thy fex ! impiety 
Itſelf would drop a ſacred tear on thee ; 


Had ſavages thy gentle aſpect wiew'd, 
To ſoftneſs all their rage had been ſubdu'd, 


My concern is too ſincere and tender, to ſay any more 
upon this ſubject. 


Jan, &c, 
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To the Honcurable Miſs 


Maran, 
SHOULD be very happy, if I could perſwade myſeli 
Y that you can be half ſo ſenſible of the want of 
my company, as I am of the loſs of yours ; and I cer- 
tainly make myſelf a greater compliment than I do 
you, when TI tell you, that I find your early wit and 
pretty turn of thought perfectly agreeable and enter- 
taining. 
Nur growing wit ſhall gain immortal fame, 
And ev'ry muſe ſhall learn Mirtilla's name; 
Nor leſs ſhall be the conqueſts of your eyes, 
When all your charms fhall to perfeftion riſe. 


1712. 


I ovcnrT to take more pains about every thing 1 
write to you, than I have done about theſe lines; but I 


know, Madam, you have good-nature enough to excuſe 
Your, &c. 


NS 


LETT ER: XI. 


To the Rizht Hon. the Counteſs of ———. 


1716. 


Au extremely pleas'd to hear you expreſs ſach a 
tender concern for my Lord Jam glad 
you are ſo well acquainted with the power of a j aſt and 
innocent paſſion ; and J hope public diforders will never 
interrupt your happineſs, and that all your Ladyſhip's. 


fears 


_ 


Cx, 
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fears will ſoon vaniſh. Virtuaus lovers are the care of 
heaven, and the guardian angels will protect a man of 
my Lord 's merit. 


Tnuis grave way of writing, I am afraid, is not 
very agreeable to your taſte, and you will think it the 
diſmal effect of my ſober contemplations ; but it will 
be impoſſible for me ever to be more gay, unleſs I could 
forget Mr. Roco, and ſhall ſooner forget myſelf and 
all the world, 


For him all thcughts of pleaſure I forego, 
For him my tears ſhall never ceaſe to flor, 
her him at once I from the world retire, 


To feed in filent ſhades a hopeleſs fire. 


Bur I muſt, in charity to your Ladyſhip, leave this 
ſubject, and deſire you to believe, that 


Jan, &C. 


To the ſame. 
Mabau, 1716. 


HE loſs of ſuch letters as mine does not require 

much apology. If I could have wrote any 
thing entertaining, I ſhould not have been ſilent, after 
fo agreeable a letter as that I received from you ; but 
I was not willing to put you in the ſpleen, in recom- 
Pence for the ſatisfaction you gave me. However I 
thall do it now, for I can't be eaſy till I have fill'd my 
letter with theſe melancholy lines out of the tragedy of 
Jane Grey. 


25 
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My foul grows out of tune, it loathes the aworld, 
| Sickens at all the noiſe and folly of it; 
And I could fit me down in ſome dull ſhade, 
Where lonely contemplation keeps her cawe, 
And dwells with hoary hermits ; there forget myſelf ; 
There fix my ſtupid cyes upon the earth, 
And muſe awvay an age in deepeſt melancholy. 


IF this finds you full of the ſame tender fears you 
had for my Lord when I faw you laſt, twill 
but indulge your grief; but I hope you have now 
more gay expectations. 


Ir you come to Witham, I beg you to remember 
your engagement to ſee me, which, however inſipid all 
other kinds of pleaſure are to me, will be a great ſatiſ- 
faction to | 

Your, &c. 
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LETTER XII. 
To the ſame. 
1719. 


HERE is not in the Erg/i hiſtory a more 

beautiful character than that of Lady Jane Ci; 
and I am not ſurpriz'd to find you charm'd with the 
Mining figure ſhe makes in Mr. Rewwe's tragedy. You 
ſeem to have an equal ſoftneſs of temper, and a 
reſembling delicacy in your way of thinking. Your 
ſentiments had certainly been the ſame with the young 


| heroine's, if you had the ſame part to act, that of 


a martyr, which I hope you never will. Not that I 
ſhould envy you that illuſtrious character, or am at all 
unwilling you ſhould loſe your head, on condition you 
could ſet it on again with as much dexterity as St. W ini- 
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fred, without the leaſt diſadvantage to your fine per- 
fon. 


I s#0vLD have been too modeſt to have troubled 
you with the inclos'd, if I had known how to have 
directed to Lady This ignorance would 
be inexcuſable in any other part of che world; but the 
honeſt people here know ſo little where to find Lady 
, that they could not inform me where K ing 
George himſelf reſides. If I liv'd in a cave, I could 
not be more ignorant of what paſſes in the Grand Mende 
I have indeed ſome imaginary regions of my own fra- 
ming, ſome poetical dominions; 


Where fancy in her airy triumph reigns, 
And ſpreads her gay, delufive ſcenes, 

Bur I believe you will leave me to the unenvy'd en- 
joyment of theſe viſionary worlds, without the leaſt cu- 
rioſity to know what paſles there. 

1 am, &c. 


IJ Ned 
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To the fame. 


Mavpan, 


OUR letters never fail to give me ſome inter- 
V vals of pleaſure, be the ſubject what it will; 
but the pleafure is heighten'd to hear you expreſs ſuch a 
generous ſatis faction on a public account, and the pro- 
ſpect of the future happineſs and welfare of your coun- 
try. I hope your fears for Lady are vaniſt'd 
by this time, and that Heaven will long continue an ex- 
ample of ſuch early virtue to the wo:1d, But how un- 
certain are human things! 


—0 
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= D empty name 
Of earthly bliſs tis all an airy dream ! 


40 


I cannoT but own, I am ſecretly pleas'd that you 
find the gay expectations from this world all deluding 
and treacherous. You know, Madam, this is not from 
any malice in my temper, for I wiſh you all the hap- 
pineſs that would not be prejudicial to pleaſures more 


r 1 


noble and laſting. The juſtneſs of your ſentiments from 
ſuch early reflections, and amidſt all the inchanting ap- 
pearances of life, confirms me much more in a con- 
tempt of the world than all Senecas morals. 
; 
Grant me, O virtue] thy moſt ſolid joy, : 
| | \ 
Crant me the pleaſures of the mind, * 
Pleaſures which only in purſuit of thee wwe find, H 
Which fortune cannot marr, nor chance deſtroy. I 
ch 
I am, Ec. it, 
ab] 
rig 
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LEEFTER-&Y. 
To the ſame. 


MaDaM, 
SHOULD have wrote to your Lady ſt.ip before now, 
7 but I thought your concern too juſt and ſincere, to 
be treated with ceremony. Indeed I am ill qualified to 
write epiſtles of conſolation. The wiſe, doleful things, M 
that people vex their friends with on thoſe occaſions, ap- ( 
pear to me more like a farce than à juſt ſenſe of their 1 
grief. People may talk like good Chriſtians at their | gf ye 
eaſe, but pretty ſentences and formal ſpeeches are very 
triſling remedies to a real and unaſfected ſorrow, 


You Yield 
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You ſee, Madam, I am ready to juſtify all your 
eoncern for Lady ——<— Not that I think there 
1s any thing melancholy in an early death, after a lite 
ſo virtuous, Your charming ſiſter has, in my opinion, 
quitted the ſtage very gracefully, and in all the decorum 
of youthful charms and piety. Mr. Collie tells us in 
his E/ays, that if the ſun was never to riſe again, it 
would be much more glorious for him to fall from the 
ies with all bis light and heat, than to gain a few 
hours only to languiſli and decline. 


My thoughts are not at preſent intirely conſiſtent. 
J have been reading my Lord Shoftibury's Mora liſi, 
which has fill'd my head with beauty, and love, and 
harmony, but all of a divine and myſterious nature, 
However ſuperior his notions may be to my capacity, 
J have been agreeably led on thro' 1 know not what in- 
chanting ſcenes of happineſs. I wiſh you would read. 
it, for it would make you the moſt charming and agree- 
able enthuſiaſt in the world. Whether I am in my 
right ſenſes at preſcnt, I cannot tell, but you may be 
ajtur'd 


J am, &c. 


I. 
To the ſame. 


Mavan, 
I Can hardly read your Ladyſhip's letter for tears. 
In the circumſtances you are in, [ can diſpute none 
of your commands, eſpecially one ſo agrecable to my- 


ſelf, as that of waiting upon you, if in your gayer 


thoughts you ſhould inſiſt on it. If (as you fancy; I 


yield with ſome reluctance, tis only on a ſelfiſh con- 


ſideration, 
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ſideration, becauſe I am unwilling to convince you, 


that all your thoughts to my advantage are without any | 


foundation : for you will find ſo little vivacily in my 
converſation, that I believe this will be the laſt proof 
you will exact of my obedience ; but whatever be ihe 
event, you may command me. 


I am afraid I ſend the “* inclos'd too ſoon, to renew 
your prief, but not too ſoon, to expreſs my gratitude 
and eſtcem. Il dare not talk on this ſubject. 


Jam, &c. 


LETTER XVII. 


To the ſame. 
MavDam, 


HAT ſhall I fay ? I would attend you, I would 
ſee and hear you, tho' in a deſart, if I knew 
where to find you, or how to attain the happineſs ; but 
alas! the whole earthly globe is between us, and the 
_ Poles may as well meet. A horſe or a ſtage-coach 

would be ſure deſtruction, and ſhatter my frame 0 
atoms, nor was I ever alone on the road: Yet I wou! 
refuſe you nothing, and if my Lord could ſpare his 
coach But I am afraid the project is impoſſible, 
and I ſtill hope I may have the happineſs to ſee you 
at But you may command me to follow you 


where you pleaſe ; your converſation is a pleaſure Which 


will ballance every thing. 


— 


* An Elegy on the death of the Honourable Mrs. 
Tuo 


— printed in vol. I. p. 164. 
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Tuo' I never would perſuade people to forget their 
mortality, I hope your remembrance of it is only the 


ſpleen, I would fain believe you have many happy - 


years to live; and may Heaven crown them with as 
many bleſſings as you can wiſh. 
Jam, &C. 


LETTER XVIII. 


To the ſame. 
MabAu, 


7 OU will find, by the hurry I was in to leave 
Hampſiead, how little reliſh I had for ſocicty, 
after I had left your Ladyſhip. Your converſation gave 
me a perfect diſguſt even to the people I moſt valu'd. 
In this impatience, I follow'd the dictates of my own 
ungovern'd imagination, and left the town and all its 
Joys this morning: After this, I need make no apology 
for writing a ſhort letter. If I had leiſure, I ſhould ſay 
a thouſand fine things to Lady „(I may call 
them fine things in juſtice to myſelf) but T am ſincerely 
griev'd that I loſt the happineſs I promis'd myſelf in 
her converſation : Yet wherever I am, ſhe may com- 
mand me for writing or drawing what is moſt agreeable 
to her. 


Jam, &c. 


LETTER 


— 1 21 
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LET ITI EN M. 


To the ſame. 


M ADAM, 1719. 
OUR ſentiments are perfedtly juſt, that *tis more 
glorious to deſpiſe the world in the midſt of 
all its gay temptations, than to gain the victore by a 
cowardly flight; but I am only a mere mortal, and 
can't pretend to thoſe celeſtial heights of virtue, How- 
ever, if | had been a Roman Catholic, I might have 
got the reputation of a ſaint by this retreat ; but being 
of a more reaſonable religion, people will ſooner im- 
pute my retirement to diſtraction than devotion. I be- 
gin to fancy I grow as humourſome as Meliere's Mi- 
fanthrope. If I had many viſits from the good gentle- 
women hercabouts, I ſhould raiſe the price of hartſhorn, 
to keep me from fainting fits; for oh! I ſicken, I die 
or ſleep and dream, and am perfectly itupify'd at 
their approach. I would fain reaſon myſelf into more 
patience and compoſure of mind; but this nicety of 
temper grows upon me, ſo that I ſhall never be fit for 
the ſociety of mortals again. Your Ladyſhip's letters 
are my only entertainment, in a place where there is an 
abſolute vacancy of common ſenſe ; and they give me a 
pleaſure in my own way, which is unmingled with fa- 
tigue, I ſhould blame myſelf for being given up to 
ſuch a careleſs ſort of tranquility, but 'tis almoſt neceſ- 
ſary to my temper. I am impatient of all the conver- 
ſation, which happens in low life ; and in a higher rank, 
I have ſuch an averſion to every thing that appears ſervile 
and dependent, that even the neceſſary formalities that 
people are obliged to pay, grow tireſome and ridiculous, 
Whether this proceeds from ſome unconquer'd pride in 
my heart, or from a conſcious greatneſs of mind, I am 
not willing to determine; becauſe I have an inclination 
to be partial to myſelf, and to make my faults paſs for 
virtucs. 


Mx letter is of a proper length, and after that, 
am, &C. 
LET:T-E'R 


LEE TER XX. 
To the ſame. 


OU will find, by the “ inclos'd, how my 

thoughts were employed in the little fit of ſick- 
neſs which lately confin'd me. My thoughts were on 
this occaſion very gay and ſerene; but the caſe was 
only imaginary ; when it comes to be real, and in a 
more gloomy interval, thoſe unknown regions may have 
a difterent appearance. But as to human things, my 
concern for your future happineſs will be the laſt care I 
ſhall reſign, As for this world, you have as great a 
ſhare of felicity, as the moſt beneficent temper can wiſh 
you, if wealth and grandeur can yield any real joy, and 
have any thing in them beyond a fleeting viſionary ap- 
pearance; as they have not, if you believe the poet. 


Short is the date, and narrow is the ſpan, 
#hich bounds the little life of fooliſh man. 
Gay ſcenes of bliſs the raviſh'd foul ſurprixe, 
Raiſe his vain hopes, and glitter in his eyes ; 
Of felling titles he ſupinely dreams, 
V aft are his projects, and refin'd his ſchemes : 
But when his morning views of joy are paſt, 
The melanchc'y ch'ning comes at laſt ; 
The tyrant death @ hafty ſummons ſend, 
And all hi: momentary glory ends. 

Mr. DANIEL. 


Yov will not be diſpleas'd, if I leave you now to 
your own more gay ſoliloquies. Adieu. 


JI 


— 


* The following letter. 


EE-T-TER 


4b 
LB 3-1-5 KA. 
To the Right Hon. the Counteſs p 


Mapau, 

HET HER I have weeks, or days, or but 

a few hours to live, Heaven only can deter- 
mine ; but as from ſome dangerous ſymptoms, I think 
my time very ſhort, Ifind a great deal of pleaſure in 
taking my leave of my friends in this ſolemn manner. 
You may be aſſur'd the eſteem I am now expreſſing for 
you is ſincere : I am paſt the ceremonies of the world, 
and therefore I cannot treat you with the leaſt formality. 
My thoughts have often viſited the manſions of the 
dead; the part I am now to perform has been ſo fre- 
quently ated over m my imagination, that I am not 
diſcompos'd to think, that in a few days the circum- 
ſtances may be real. 


PeoyLE have generally a curioſity to know the 
thoughts of their friends, when they are on the borders 
of thoſe ſtrange and unknown 1 from whence 
there is no return. Tis indeed a ſerious thing to die; 
but virtue diſarms the gloomy king of all his terrors, 
and brightens the proſpect of futurity. 


I HAVE read the Spectators on this ſubject with con- 
ſtant pleaſure, and have been charm'd with ſome in- 
ſtances of the Roman fortitude ; but the Chriſtian religion 


arms the mind with a reſolution more juſt and noble, 


while it aſſures us with the cleareſt evidence, that an im- 
mortality of happineſs is the reward of a pious life. 


Ir you hear no more from me, my deareſt friend, a 
long adieu, till we meet in the triumphant ſeats above. 


E. Rowe. 


LETTER 
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humble, to find every line dull and impertinent. 


LE 1-2-8 :K.. AAH, 
To the ſame. 


Manpam, 


EVER was there a more exact imitation of 
Mrs. ————'$ ftyle and way of thinking 
than the paper you inclos'd ; every line appear'd like 
the genuine product of her unguided imagination. I 
hope his Lordſhip will never take it into his brains to 
mimic any of my eſſays, either in verſe or proſe. The 
very apprehenſion ſinks my ſpirits. However, I am re- 
ſolv'd to ſtifle all theſe motions of modeſty, and go on 
thro' ſenſe and nonſenſe to fill up my paper, defying 
any peer in the realm to imitate my ſtyle, unleſs his 
imagination takes as many fhapes as Proteus, 


How many unſucceſsful attempts I ſhall make in 
tranſlating Paſtor Fido is yet uncertain. I condemn in 
one moment, what I admir'd but juſt before : I write 
five or ſix verſes, and think them perfectly fine and har- 
monious, worthy of Apollo himſelf, and never to be ex- 
cell'd. I read them with approbation and rapture, and 


do myſelf the higheſt juſtice ; till on a more deliberate 


view, I ſink from my elevations, and grow exceeding 
1 
wiſh the Pope would confer on me ſome ſhare of his in- 
fallibility, that I might make an unerring judgment of 
myſelt ; tho I am afraid ſuch a judgment would not 
raiſe my vanity. 


I yercCervE I am the heroine of this epiſtle, ex- 
cept the honour I have done my Lord in mention- 


ing him. I continue to do myſelf honour by ſubſcribing 
myſelf | 


Your, &c. 


8 


. . urn . - 


— _ 


ew. 
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P. S. I have juſt receiv'd a long and agreeable letter 
from Mrs. , but my integrity has no ect ; for ſhe 
will retain the word, feveetly, to her laſt breath, and 

give up her life in the dear harmonious ſound. 


LB 2-8-0: MACH, 
To the ſame. 


ö Mana, 

As ſincerely thank you for wiſhing me ſo many 

new years, as a ſlave would for wiſhing he might 
long enjoy his fetters. Not but nature recoils at the 
gloomy paſſage, without the ſupports that the great | 
truths of Chriſhanity afford; and even with theſe, the 
fatal darkneſs has often a thouſand imaginary terrors, 
which are deſcribed with great emphaſis in the followin 0 
lines by an unknown hand. 


The foul convulsd, 


Trembles in anxious doubt, and ſbudd"ring ftands, = 
Afraid to lia into the of ning gulph, gro 
OF Future fate : "till all the banks of clay | tors 
Fall from beneati his feet : In wain he graſs not 
The ſhatter" d reeds, that cheat his eaſy wiſh. 

Then the gay glories ef the living avorld 
Shall caft their empty varniſh, and retire 
Out of his feeble view, while rifing ſhades 
Sit h:a"ring on all natures various face. \ 


Mufic feall cenſe, and inſlruments of joy 
Shall fail that ſullen hour; nor can the mind 
Atttnd their ſurd, when fancy fevims in death. 


any 


icht 
the 


reat | 


the 
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Confus'd and cruſh'd with cares; for lens ſhall ſeem 
The dreary road, and melancholy dark, | 
That leads he knows not where. 


Tus grave reflections are, not perhaps, a- propos to 
a fine lady in the bloom of youth, and amidit all the 
blandiſhments of a court: One would think I was wri- 
ting to ſome ſober Diſſenter, mortify'd to the gaudy va- 
nities of the world : But really, Madam, my entertain- 
ing you on theſe ſubjects is the greateſt compliment I 
can make you, and an unqueſtionable evidence of a 
friendſhip that forms wiſhes for your happineſs beyond 
all the advantages this treacherous world can give you. 
The flattering dream of life will ſoon be over, and all 
beyond is boundleſs and immortal. 


Eternity, thou dreadful, pleaſing thought ! 
Thro' what variety of untry'd being, | 
Thro' what new ſcenes and changes muſt 2ve paſs f 


ADD1s0N; 


HowzveR, you may have no curioſity, at preſent, 
to try what enjoyments the inviſible region can yield, 
and are too well pleas'd with your preſent ſtation, to 
grow impatient to be above the ſtars : But if you ſhould 
forget that you are mortal, and born to die, it will 
not be the fault of 


Your, &C. 


Ta 6H. D LETTER 
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90 
LETTER MIV. 


To the ſame. 


5 IS well your Ladyſhip has given me a full diſ- 

penſation from all forms and ceremony, and 
that I have your permiſſion to be as free and licentious 
in that point as I will. If I was writing to any other 
perſon of your quality, tis likely, I ſhould be as for- 
mal as your mantua-woman, and might tack your title 
to every ſentence ; but in addreſſing myſelf to you, 1 
am apt to forget every thing but your real merit, and 
can't help talking in a manner perfectly unaffected and 
ſincere. Tis quite different in my intervals of polite- 
neſs. I find myſelf ſo embarraſs'd with your dignity 
and titles, that it coſts me more trouble than all the 
reſt of my letter; it gives me a world of anxiety, 
where to place the word, Laady/ip, in its proper fitua- 
tion, without ſpoiling the muſic and cadence of a period, 
which would be a great affliction to me, who am a; 
fond (and perhaps a little morc fond) of ſound than of 
ſenſe. However, if I ſhould forget that I am writing 
to a Counteſs, I ſhall not forget a thouſand other ad. 
vantages which give your character a ſhining diſtinction. 


Your Ladyſhip will eaſily excuſe me for venturing 


to let you paſs a thouſand times thro* my imagination, 


with no other circumſtance of grandeur than your own 
innate merit. The charming idea, un-encumber'd with 


the vain parade of ſtate, entertains my thought with | 


the beauty of virtue and unaffected goodneſs. 


1 am afraid you will think I am turn'd Quaker, and 
am going to abſolve myſelt from all human rites and 
ceremonies, both of a civil or religious nature ; and that 
for the future I intend to live at large, in defiance of 
all rule and method. But I hope this apology will be 
an excule for the future irregularities of, 


Madam, Y, our, &c. 
LETTER 
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LEITER AV. 


To the ſame. 


Wisnu with all my heart you had married a ſpi- 
| ritual Lord inſtead of a temporal one; I might 
then have follow'd my own inclinations, and talk'd of 
nothing but good things to you. I am now in a 
very ſober diſpoſition, and yet, in my own defence, I 
muſt appear worſe than I. am, for fear of paſſing for 
a fanatic with a certain Peer of Great Britain. But 
really one would not think it ſhould be a ridiculous 
thing to be religious, nor that ſubjects of this rature 
ſhould look like the effect of the ſpleen. If there 
is any conduct juſt and reaſonable, *tis to purſue endleſs 
happineſs, and fly from unlimited miſery. There can 
be nothing whimſical in this ſort of caution ; people 
may as well laugh at men for endeavouring to fave 
their lives in a ſhipwreck, as to think it a jeſt to be 
ierious in an affair of inßnitely greater conſequence 
than mortal life, with all its narrow intereſts. But, as 
the Talian Poet ſays, 


* Tanto ombra di ſenſi il cor aſcura, 


Co ama il momento, e {immortal non cura. 


Ie this letter comes to your Ladyſhip in one of 
your moments of vivacity, you will fancy I am very 
much at leiſure, to make theſe wiſe reflections, which 
| humbly conceive you are not always diſpos'd to read, 
nor (to ſpeak but modeſtly) am I always inclin'd to 
write. However, if I had as little charity for you as 
you imagine, I ſhould be very unhappy ; while I be- 

D 2 liev'd 


mn 


So much the clouds of ſenſe obſcure oar thought, 
A moment's priz'd, eternity's forgot. 
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liev'd you in the paths of vice, it would diſturb all 
my peace in this world, and- (according to my preſent 
apprehenſions) be an allay to my joys in the next. 


F you avere ruin'd, oh! could I be bleſt? 
Tell me, ye guardians of eternal reſt. 
Adieu. 


25 8 . 0 . . WR 


LETTER XXVI. 
To the ſame. 


Mavpau, 


H O' it has been ſome relief to you, it has been 

a great mortification to me, to keep ſilence ſo 
long; and I muſt ſpeak or dic: It would coſt me a 
fit of fickneſs, not to utter my impertinence. I have 
been reading a diſcourſe on happineſs, and the plea 
ſure will be loſt, if I don't give your Ladyſhip a ſhare 
in it. 


* Tous les hommes diſirent d etre heurcux, cela ift ſan; 
exception; la wolonte ne fait jamais le moindre demarche, 
que vers cette objet. C4 la motif de toutes les afinns 
de tous les hommes, jusqu a ceux qui ſe pendeni. 
Thoſe that live in courts, that fly to defarts ; theſe 
that chuſe the ſteep aſcent to the ſtars, or the eaſy 
paths to the ſhades below, have all the ſame r- 

am 


—— 


— 


— 6 


All men, without exception, deſire to be happy; 


Ol 


M 


I. 


twen 


the will never makes the leaſt ſtep, but towards this Þ withe 


object: Tis the motive of all the actions of every 
man, even of thoſe who hang themſelves. Mr. Pascai. 


Ls 1&5, 53 


am purſuing my own happineſs now, but I am afraid 
not yours, unleſs it will be any ſatisfaction to you to 
know, that I am exceedingly intereſted in Lord 8 
health, and hope he has got rid of his cold. I never 
tell lies in compliment, nor in the gaiety of my heart; 
you may believe me when, I aſſure you, I have ca- 
reſs'd every little clean child that I have ſeen of his 
age, with the imagination it look'd him. 


I SHALL not be eaſy till you order Mrs. 
to let me know you are recover'd from the indiſpoſition 
your Ladyſhip complain'd of in your laſt obliging letter. 
If you had not all the merit the ſex can boaſt of, 1 
ſhould blame myſelf; if 1 am fond of any thing on 
earth to an exceſe, tis of you. If I could help it, you 
ſhould not engage ſo many of my thoughts as you do; 
but the obligations of reafon and virtue are unalterable, 
nor is it poſſible for me to expreſs with what ſincerity 


Jam, &C. 


P. S. Tunis letter is neither ſenſe, nor grammar, 
nor legible ; and I am undone if ever it falls into Mr. 


LETTER NI. 
To the ſame. 


Mapa, 


Wisk with all my heart you were ſincere, when 

you tell me, that one letter of mine is worth 
twenty of yours; I would certainly exact the debt, 
without any conſcience or modeſty, 


D 3 Have 


54 LET T ENS. 


Have you made a vow, never to ſpeak one word 
of Lord to me? You will not ſo much as 
let me know, whether he laughs or cries, ſleeps or 
wakes; if he's airy and gay, or grave and ſerious ; 
and yet you know I love him dearly, and wiſh hum 
the height of happineſs in the poſleſſion of his bel! 
and rattles, and all the variety of his play-things. 


M.. continues his deſign of writing a pozm 
au the inſcription of the Athenian altar, Jo the unknew: 
GG. Whether the Deity is known or unknown, Mr. 
asc has made a very juſt reflection on this ſub- 
zect. 


* IL n'y a que deux ſortes de perſonnes, qu'on Phiſe 
oppeller raiſonnables; ou ceux gui ſervent Dicu de tout 
leur cœur, parcequ'ils le connoifſent ; ou ceux qui le cher. 
ent de tout leur caur, parcegu'ils ne le connciſſent pa: 
eo. 


I pare not determine to which of theſe ranks Mr 
belongs; the giving him the character of a 
iaint, I am ſure he would take for a very odd fort of 
compliment. But while I am at a loſs to refolve in 
what claſs he is to be plac'd, I may with great certainty 
ſubſcribe myſelf, 


Madam, your, &C. 


—_— —_— 


0 


* There are but two ſorts of perſons whom we can 
call wiſe; thoſe who ſerve God with all their heart, 
becauſe they know him ; or thoſe who ſeek after God 
with all their heart, becauſe they do not 'yet know 
him, 
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LE TT ER XXVII. 


To the ſame, 
Mavpan, 


Am obliged to anſwer, fince you think it worth 

your pains to aſk me, if I have any deſign of ſeeing 
vod in the town or country, In the beginning, of 
winter I had ſome thoughts of being at Hamp/tced in 
March, but have now diſmiſs'd all thoſe gay expecta- 
tions. One hour's diſorder, to me, is an immediate 
mortification to all the pleaſures of life, and at preſent 
Jam ill of a violent cold. This trifling indiſpoſition 
Carkens the fair creation, and blots every charm from 
the face of nature, diſſolves the univerſe, and puts a 
full end to all human affairs, I neither hope nor fear, 
contrive nor deſign any thing that relates to this mor- 
tal ſtate; but am as much at reſt as the people that 
are ſleeping in their ſepulchres, and am in ſome doubt 


whether I belong to the ſociety of the living or the 
dead, 


As a little diſorder kindles up the quickeſt appre- 
henſion of the important moment, when I muſt bid 
adieu to all human things, I can't but own the proſpect 


had a ſolemnity in it beyond what I could conceive in 
the hours of health. 


Some courteous ghoſt, tell this great ſecreſy, 
What "tis you are, and aue muſt be, 

You warn us of approaching fate, and why 

May wwe not know from you what tis to die ? 

But you, hawing ſhot the gulph, delight to ſee 

Succeeding ſouls plunge in with like uncertainty, 


When life's cloſe knot, by writ from deſliny, 
Diſeaſe ſhall cut, or age untye ; 


D 4 When 
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IWhen aftcr ſome delays, ſome dying flrife, 

The foul flands ſhiv'ring on the ridge of life ; 
With wwhat a dreadful curioſity 

Dees ſhe launch out into the ſea of waſf eternity? 


Tuo' theſe lines are not ſmooth, the ſenſe of them 
pleaſes me extremely. 


I cax ſend you no intelligence from wilds and de- 
farts, but whether I am in the world, or out of it, 


1 am, &C. 


LETTER MKH. 
To the ſame. 


MAbau, 

EVER was there a more agreeable letter than 
your laſt; if you always reaſon ſo juſtly when 
you are going to ſee a play, the diverſion will never 
be dangerous. Of all public entertainments, a tragedy 
to me would be the moſt agreeable and inchanting ; 
but I ſhall never repent that I have ſo ſtrictly kept my 
promiſe, not to ſee any performance of that kind ; 
unleſs my high delight the opera was a breach of it, 
as I am a little afraid it was. 


THERE is a poem in blank verſe lately printed, call'd 
Winter, by Mr. Thomſon ; tis very fine, ſo that I am 


. perſuaded it will pleaſe the juſtneſs of your taſte, I 


muſt copy this deſcription ; 


THE year yet pleafing, but declini ng faſt, 


Soft o'er the ſecret ſoul in gentle gales 
A 


I 


\ 


bec: 
am 
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A philofophic melancholy breathes 
And bears the felling thoughts aloft to heawn. 


57 


OH ! bear me then to high- emborw'ring ſpades, 
To twilight groves, and viſionary wales, 
To weeping grottoes, and to hoary cawves ; 
Where angel forms are ſeen, and woices heard, 
Sigh'd in low whiſpers, that attra the foul 


From outward ſenſe far into worlds remote. 


Yovu'LL give me leave to raake my compliments to 
Lady , and to Lord „ if he is yet a 
reaſonable creature. 


1 am, &C. 


A 
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To the ſame. 


Maran, 


OU command my paſſions how/ you pleaſe, and 
put me in the ſpleen, for no other reaſon, but 
becauſe you are in a melancholy diſpoſition yourſelf. 1 
am not apt to flatter people that they are immortal, but 
| am fully perſuaded, that you will ſoon fee your fears 
of death end in perfect health, and as much happineſs 
as this world can give you. I hope your Ladyſhip will 
write in a more chearful ſtrain by the next poſt, and 
I'll endeavour not to trouble you ſo often with my let- 
ters ; but I can't grow indifferent to the pleaſure of con- 
verſing with you: However, I'll attempt it, in charity 
© your Ladyſhip. 


I Havg 
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I nave not forgot Lady 's ſparkling eyes 
and muſical voice, tho' I have met with nothing fair 
enough to repreſent her to my imagination ; as I have 
for my Lord „ Whoſe place is ſupply'd by « 
little child I have met with as fine as vanity gan make 
it, and as fair and beautiful as a cherubin. 


I senD you this copy of verſes, becauſe I was pleas'd 
with both the ſenſe and ſound. 


Vanita della vita preſente. 


E fiume che ſcende, 
E peſa non ba; 
E mar che Pattende, 


Il Jempre ſi fa. 
E nave che paſſa, 


Ne torna mai piu, 
Et orma non laſſa, 

Da dirfi, qui fue 
Z rafido ſtrale, 

Che appena ſcocco, 
Che il punto finale 


Feloce tocco. 


E lan 75 


* The vanity of human life. 


A river pouring down the mountain's fide ; 

An ocean rolling on its rapid tide ; 

A ſhip, that ſwiftly driv*n before the wind, 
Returns no more, nor leaves a trace behind; 

A winged arrow, that the bow ſcarce bent, 

Faſt flies, and trembles in the mark it meant; 


Light- 


| 


U! 
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E lampo che t:fio | 
Che gli occhi frr:, | 1 
Tra P:mbre naſcoſto 1 
Da gli octhi fuani, 1 
7 F 
Ritrova occidente, 
d Dove hibbe la culla, | | 
E non fo che, che fi riduce al nulla. | | | 

| 


> O02 * Oo 


I am, &c. 
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LETTER XXXI. 
To the ſame. 


Mavan, 


F mortals invention was not limited, and I could 
write always ſomething new and entertaining, your 
Ladyſhip ſhould never reproach me for my ſilence ; but 
unleſs I ſay the ſame things again, and tire you with 
eternal repetitions, I muſt relieve myſelf ſometimes, by {2.4 


managin ts 
275 ging 1 | 


Lightning, that while it breaks with flaſhing blaze 
Quick on the eye, is vaniſh'd from the gaze; | 
A ſun, that darken'd oft” at dawning light 4:0 
By ſudden clouds, finds e'er his noon, his night ; 4 
N 
1 


- ibs 
et eee Ny gf Fog 
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A momentary dream, a paſſing thought, | = 
I know not what, that inſtant ſinks to nought, 
Are emblems, that with ſemblance apt diſplay 
* Our earthly courſe : So flits our life away! 
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managing my ſtock ; for my genius is almoſt exhauſted, 
and as to any thing of wit I am ready to give up the 
ghoſt : Nor is it poſſible in this heatheniſh country to 
ſupply my indigence, and get freſh recruits. This is not 
your Ladyſhip's caſe ; when you don't write, it is pure 
malice and deliberate ill-nature ; you can write the hi- 
ſtory of the preſent age. 


THe poem of the Horn-book is too wicked for you; 
but I am ſure it would have pleas'd my Lord , 
but 'twas too profane: And to put it out of my power 
to give him ſuch a criminal diverſion, I ſent it back to 
the perſon from whom I had it; and indeed it was not 
a ſmall piece of felf-denial to me. But when I have 
told you, I am extremely concern'd to hear my Lord 
has been ſo ill of the gout, I'll copy ſome moral lines 
to make his Lordſhip ſatisfaction for the very unchriſtian 
wit I would not tranſcribe. 


What are diſtinction, honour, wwealth and ſtate, 
The pomp of courts and triumphs of the great ; 

The num'rous troops, that enuy d thrones ſecure, 
And ſplendid cnfigns of imperial pow'r ? 

What the high palace rear'd with waſt expence, 
Unrivall'd art, and luxury immenſe, 

With ſtatues grac'd by antient Greece ſupply'd, 
With more than Perſian wealth and Tyrian pride. ? 


LET laurel wreaths the victor's brow adorn, 
Sublime thro gazing throngs in triumph born: 
Let acclamations ring around the ſkies, 

While curling cli udt of balmy incenfe riſe - 
Let ſpoils immenſe, let trophies gain'd in war, 
And conguer d kings attend his rolling car; 

If dread of death till unſubdu'd remains, 

Ard ſecret oer the vanquiſhed vigor reigns, 


TY 
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Th illuftricus flave in endleſs thraldum bears 


A heavier chain than his led captive wears. 


BLACKMORE. 


T BEGIN to deſpair of ſeeing Mr. Rolli's Milton: I 
am in a very probable way to make my exit, and hear 
the true relation of the fall of angels from ſome of the 
actors, before his tory is told. 


Jan, &. 


LE. 
To the ſame. 


Mapa, 


SENT your Ladyſhip a pacquet by the laſt poſt, 

which was not receiv'd, when you did me the ho- 
nour of your laſt, Whenever I delay, 'tis only from 
a fear of being impertinent, and when I write, tis with 
a ſeliſh deſign to procure an anſwer ; for, without any 
compliment, your letters are the moſt agreeable enter- 
tainment of my life. I never read them without a ge- 
nerous grief, that the public does not ſhare in the plea- 
ſare and profit they give me. 


F sHALL never make a vow that will coſt me ſo dear, 
as converſing no more with you ; *tis too great a height 
of mortification, to break a friendſhip with one of the 


moſt generous and agreeable perſons in the world. I 


don't uſe to flatter people, but I am forc'd to ſpeak 
the truth in my own juſtification ; ſor I had rather half 
the human race ſhould think me ſtupid, than have your 


in opinion, 


Tur 


— — 
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Tur U[talian tragedies your Ladyſhip has been ſo 
obliging as to fend, will be a moſt agreeable entertain- 
ment in ſome of my peaceful hours. There is ſome- 
thing in tragedy ſo great, and ſo ſuperior to the com- 
mon way of life, that in reading, tho' I can't faney my- 
ſelf a princeſs, I very often wiſh for the regal dignity, 
that I might ſpeak in the ſublime, and act the he- 
Tome. | 


Mx. Rolli will oblige me, to keep his elegy on 
my death ttill a more proper ſeaſon, becauſe I am at 
preſent alive; and yet I almoſt wiſh myſelf dead, to be 
lamented in his agreeable ſtrains; it really flatters my 
vanity. I intend to leave him a mourning ring with 
this motto, Prepare to follow me. He'll have patience 
to read ſo much divinity as may be comprehended in 
the poſy of a ring, tho” the ſight of a folio would fright 


him. 


War are you ſo careleſs of your health, Lady ? 
you don't conſider the conſequence of your lite to the 
world . You muſt take pains to get ſuch violent 
colds. I can't preſcribe doſes ; but I am ſure, if my 
wiſhes are pious enough to reach the ſkies, you will 
be ſecure of every bleſſing. 


1 am, &c. 


LETTER 


Abo 


LETTER XXXOL | 
To the ſame. N 


Au not ſurpriz'd to hear that ſuch a life as Mr, 
's ſhould have ſuch a glorious concluſion ; 
that after ſuch a ſerene day, his ſun ſhould ſet in ſmiles 
and beauty. I can hardly forbear congratulating his 


f friends on the happy occaſion ; nor is it poſſible to read iſh | 
> your account, without envying ſuch a compos'd and ** 
5 graceful exit. Compar'd to this, what a mean and de- J ? 
h ſpicable figure muſt an infidel make, when juſt about = 
* to try that grand peut-etre, that important perhaps, on |: | 
in which infinite happineſs or miſery depends? 1 
_ 


"Twas a more glorious proſpe& that calm'd the an- 

guiſn of your dying friend, ſooth'd his pains, and 

„I brighten'd his face with a ſmile, in the laſt agonies of 
nature. But what was the next tranſporting ſcene 
the which open'd on the juſt unfetter'd mind? with what 
triumph was it introduc'd among the great immortals ? 
wil with what inlargement is the gentle ſpirit now wan- 


dering 


T hro' boundleſs realms of bliſs, 
II here pleaſure bloſſoms with eternal ſpring ; 
Enjoyments made immortal. by di ſire, 
And joys that flow on joys ? 


Theſe verſes are borrow'd from a tragedy of Otway's 
you'll pardon me for perverting them to a purpoſe 
| ſomewhat more pious than the author defign'd, 


I am my Lord 's and Lady s humble 
ſervant; but at preſent my Lord is my hero, 
I am told he is the moſt beautiful thing under the ſun : 
T E BI Above it 1 ſuppoſe he has ſome rivals. 


Where an 
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Where ſmiling ſcraphs touch the golden flring, 
And roſy cherubs foft reſponſes fing. 


A-yRoPOs, now | am in the ſublime, I'll let you 
know how much I wiſh'd to converſe with you laſt 
| night, while I was looking at the Northern Streamers. 
1 The ſkies ſeem'd all in a glorious confuſion. I muſt 
own the novelty of the ſcene pleas'd me beyond the 
regular . beauty of the moon and ſtars. When time has 
run his courſe, ſuch a glittering diſorder, perhaps, will 
be the prelude to the general diſſolution of nature. 
However, I could not but form in my imagination the 
grandeur of that period, when the powers of heaven | it. 
ſhall be ſhaken, and the wreck of the univerſe ſhall da 
grace the triumphs of the day; and as I am exceed- yo 
4 ingly pleas'd with Dr. Young's deſcriptions on this ſub- 
ject, I am glad of an excuſe to repeat them. 


| Heaw'n of ning all its ſacred pomp diſplays. 
#4 The triumph rings, arch-angels ſhout around, 
| And echoing nature lengthens out the ſound. 
Ten thouſand trumpets now at once advance, 
Non d-opefſt ſilence lulls the vaſt expanſe ; 
So deep the filence, and ſo firong the blaſt, 


1 | As nature dy'd, when ſbe had groan'd her la: M 
i Nor man nor angel moves — The Judge on high A 
1 : Looks round, and with his glory fills the Hy. 2 1 
Not guilty fear, not Fancy's ſelf can draw as to 

A meeting more auguſt : Of greater awe, attain 

Perhaps, thro all eternity has been \ humat 

By God himſelf nought more tremendous ſeen. — 7 

my m 


HOW wafſt the concourſe! net in number more 
The wares that break on the reſounding ſhore, 


LETTERS. 65 


The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 
The lamps that gild the ſpangled vault above. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds o'er flow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below ; 
And ery age and nation pour along, 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng : 
Adam /alutes his youngeft ſon; no ſign 

Of all thoſe ages, that their birth disjein. 


OxE would think this poem was not printed, or 
that I was willing to ſave you the expence of buying 
it, —— You will read my letters for the future, on no 
days but Sundays: However, I am very modeſt, and 
your commands will eaſily filence 

Your, &c. 


— 


C 
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LETTER XXIV. 
To the ſame. 


Mapam, | 
Au under an unhappy neceſſity, at preſent, of dif- 
obeying your Ladyſhip's commands. However, I 
am reſolv'd to make a virtue of this neceſſity, and be 
as ſtoical as I can on the occaſion. In order to this 


attainment, I have been reflecting on the uncertainty of 
human ſatisfactions, and placing you among the vanities 


beneath the ſun, I have nicely ballanced the pleaſure 
and fatigue, that attend every earthly joy, and fortify'd 
my mind with many a wiſe maxim in proſe and verſe. 


Tis eæpectation only makes us bleſt, 
Erjryment diſappoints us at the beſt. 
But 
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But as Monſieur Paſcal ſays, *® L'exemple ne nous in ſtruit 
point; il weft jamais fi parfaitement ſemblable, qu'il n 
ait quolque delicate difference ; & Oeft de Ia gue nous at- 
tendons que notre efperance ne ſera degue en cette occaſion, 
comme en Pautre, Tis certainly nothing but this ima. 
ginary difference, ſome delicate diſtinction, ſome untry'd 
circumſtance, that makes us repeat the ſame experiment, 
and tire ourſelves with a fairy chaſe till life comes to 
a period: And tho' you are at a great diſtance from 
this, tis time for me to grow wiſe, on paſt experience, 
and fairly to give up my hopes, without the fatigue of 
any further trial. | 


Your Ladyſhip will tell me (for I am reſolv'd to 
ſpeak for you, as well as myſelf) that J might have 
excus'd my diſobedience to your commands, without 
this tedious moral lecture on the ſubject. 


Bur with all theſe fair pretences, I am afraid I ſhal! 


hardly keep the character of a reaſonable creature, 


There is ſomething in your converſation ſo elegant, ſo 
agreeable, that it looks like ſtupidity, to loſe the op- 
portunity of enjoying it: And I muſt own the hours 
were wing'd with pleaſure that I ſpent at But 
this is only humanly ſpeaking, and with regard to the 
preſent world; for I can't carry the compliment ſo far, 
as to ſay it made me more fit for the next, that [ 
found myſelf mortify'd to the love of tranſitory things, 
and better prepar'd to die, while I was with you. It 
had quite the contrary effect; I was never more attach'd 
to earthly objects, nor more unwilling to leave them. 
I found a perfect complacence for things below, and 
loſt my reliſh for ſuperior joys. 1 begun to be in love 


with 


— 


* Experience does not make us wiſer: Caſes are ne- 
ver ſo perfectly ſimilar, but there remains ſome nice 
difference; and hence we expect that our hopes will not 
be deceived in this, as on former occaſions. 
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with this vain world, and was very much diſpos'd to 
take up my reſt in it. Your converſation had intirely 
reconcil'd me to life, and given me a taſte for its enjoy- 
ments; and I am hopeleſs of conquering my inclina- 
tiors for theſe ſublunary things, till you are forgot 
by, 
Madam, 
Tour, &c. 


F. S. Ir I aſſure my Lord „that one reaſon, 
of my directing my letters to him, is the pleaſure of 
writing his name ; ſuch a well-bred excuſe will, I hope, 
obtain his Lordſhip's pardon. 


LETTER XXIV. 
To the ſame. 


Mavan, 


Must expreſs myſelf very aukwardly, if any thing 

J faid could bear the ſenſe your Ladyſhip has given 
it, My words had certainly no reſemblance to the in- 
tention of my thoughts, on that occaſion; nor were 
at all agreeable to the eſteem I have for ſuch ſuperior 
merit as yours. Your letters are the greateſt entertain- 
ment this world gives me; and this 15, perhaps, the 
only ſatisfaction I could not quietly reſign. Your ſilence 
would make my life ſeem like a perfe& blank, and as 
inſignificant as ſleep. 


RetiGrion ought indeed to give the mind a great- 
neſs and equality in proſperous or unhappy events ; but 
there are ſome inſtances, in which reaſon and philoſo- 
phy ſeem but empty names, when we come oy 

eir 
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their force. I am afraid they would prove no more 
to me, if any unhappy accident ſhould rob me of the 
pleaſure and advantage of your letters ; which have re- 
flections in them ſo juſt, that they always give me a 
rational and elegant delight, 


I musT ſay ſomething about going to 21 
have no arguments againſt it, chat relate to this world; 
and I intend to talk no more of the next, for fear you 
ſhould think me quite out of my wits ; only I will tell 
you, that I ſhall be glad to ſee Mrs. „if ſhe 
comes ; and will ſhew her the church and the meeting- 
houle, aud all the rarities of this fine town. 


RumovkRs of wars do not much terrify me; I have 
ſuch a partial opinion of the Euxgliſb, that I can't but 
fancy they muſt ſtill be victorious, whatever wars they 
engage in. | 


I cannorT help writing on this paper, for I ſent to 
London for larger; but they have confin'd me juſt to 


theſe limits, however flowing my invention ſhould hap- | 


pen to be, 
J am, &. 
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LETTER: XXXVL 
To the ſame. 


Mabau, 


T would be impudence in me to complain, unleſs 
my own innocence could better juitify my reproaches ; 
but I am ſo much a greater ſufferer by your ſilence, than 
your Ladyſhip can poſſibly be by mine, that my re- 

monſtrance would not be altogether unjuſt. 
I nave 
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T nave not, indeed, vanity enough to think that 
nothing could have kept you from writing to me, but 
loſing the uſe of your hands; yet I am ſo diſintereſted, 
chat I had rather any reaſon ſhould keep you ſilent, 
than the want of health; and if you will but oblige 
me with the favour of telling me you are alive and 
I happy, I ſhall aſk. no more. 


Mt InDEED *tis ſo long fince I heard from you, that I 
ell begin to fancy you never had any but a poetical ex- 
he iſtence ; that my happineſs has been all a romantic 


g | ſcene of my own forming: Peraaps I have been only 

entertain d with ſome pleaſing dream, and amuſing my- 

| ſelf with a glittering fallacy ; or elſe, between ſleeping 

ve | and waking, a fairy viſion has ſmil'd on me, and then 
but for ever vaniſh'd from my view. 


You find I have put you into the claſs of dreams and 
ſhadows : If you 2 write, and do yourſelf juſtice, 
t to I ſhall ſtill doubt whether you are a charming reality, 
to | or only the gay production of my own imagination. 
hap- | 1 long to know whether you are ſomething or nothing, 


that I may either be filent, or addreſs you according to 


your dignity. 


I am glad my Lord commends the Critical 
Hiſtory of England; the two firſt volumes are very en- 
tertaining, and I am poſitive you would like them. If 
J had children or grandchildren, nephews or meces, 
they ſhould read them. I don't love hiſtory at all, I 
affure you; but theſe books are fit for all good Chri- 
ſtians, that love their country, and wiſh the happineſs 
and liberty of mankind, 


I am, &C. 
unleſs 
aches ; 
e, than 
ny re- 
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Nach ſerious quarrels for mere trifles, and ſeem more] 


the joys of paradiſe. 


LETTER AAXAVUN. 
To the ſame, 


Mavan, 


C LE 's eſſays muſt be entertaining to your La- 
dyſhip, if they are new to you: They will ac- 


quire new graces to me. from your approbation, and h 

when I read thoſe eſſays again, it will be with double 70 

Yov are ſo good a judge of what is graceful and 10 | 
proper in the conduct of life, that you ſeduce me into _ 
an aſſent to your reaſons for young people's frequenting 2 
Plays; but the ſame reaſons, from any other perſon, n n 
would not have convinc'd me half fo eaſily, after what Jin, 
Mr. Law has wrote with ſo much wit and piety on the S 
ſubject. But in the view of the world and a public Þ 7x 
life, tis hardly poſſible to perſuade one's ſelf to be fin- I bit 
gular; and perhaps it might have an ill effect, andÞq 
would dreſs up virtue in too rigid a figure. reallz 


I Love muſic to exceſs, and yet I can't help think- | 
ing it a perfect farce for reaſonable creatures to make 


concern'd for the entertainments of the ſtage, than for 
tr would be vanity in me to make an excuſe for 
my ſhort letters; my long ones need it much more. 


] am, &c. 
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LETTER WVIII. 
To the ſame. 


MaDam, 


Hor you think me dead, as I certainly ought to 

be in my own defence, ſince that would be an un- 
C | anfwerable excuſe for my filence : Not but that I ſhall 
have things of greater confequence to impart to you 
le from the immaterial world, and I am perſuaded ſhall 
keep my inclinations of converſing with you unchang'd. 
If] retain the ſenſe of any paſt pleaſures, it will be 


nd F the ſatisfaction that ſome of your reflections have given 
nto me; and at preſent I can't fancy a more agreeable en- 
Sq tertainment, than the pleaſure of informing that juſt 
on, 


and noble curioſity, that you ſo often expreſs concern- 
chat ing a future ſtate. | 


the 

1blic IEA D Mr. Watts ſermons with ſincere delight, 

sin. but I did not commend them to you, for feat you 

and Þ mould think me more partial to the Diſſenters than L 
really am. 

hink- 


Tis an eaſy tranſition from thoſe ſermons to Mr. 
make Rolli's ſongs, which are exceeding fine. This is a very 


my good paraphraſe on St. Paul to the Corinthians : 
mn 10 


* Beviam, o Dori, gediam, che il giorno 
Preſto e al ritorno, preſto al partir; 
* Di giovinezza godiams il fore, 
Poi Pultim* ore laſciam wenir, 


„ &c. * — 1 


* Let's drink, my Darius, let's enjoy 
Youth's flow'ry prime, before 'tis paſt ; 
Let pleaſure ev'ry hour employ, 
TE Then, when it will, arrive the laſt! 


Let 


mmm, . — 
r Fad 
— 


* 


9 
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Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow awe die, 


t Cor. 
chap. xv. ver. 32. I have ſet down the verſe and 
chapter, becauſe Mr. Rolli may not know where to 
borrow a concordance, and I am in hopes he will read 
the whole chapter, it will do him no manner of harm, 


I sHALL exactly obey my Lord in return- 
ing the paper he has ſent, in letters to your Ladyſhip, 
on condition J may indulge my talent of impertinence, 
and not be ſtrictly confin'd to write common ſenſe. 


Ir there are fairies, (as I am not ſuch an infidel az 
to deny) they are certainly very happy beings, and 
paſſe(s'd of a great many privileges which unhappy 
mortals want : If you could convey yourſelf in a letter, 
I ſhould receive it with great tranſport; for my im- 
patience to ſee you is much greater and more juſt than 
yours can be. But this world has no unmingled hap- 

ineſs; and I'll endeavour, with as much tranquility as 
1 can, to wait 'till death draws the curtain, and un- 
folds the ſcenes of immortal pleaſure. 


HERE you will diſmiſs me, and give me leave to 
ſubſcribe my ſelf 


LETTER . 
To the ſame. 


HE news of the King's death has given my 
thoughts a very ſerious turn. Tis impoſſible not 
to be affected with ſuch a melancholy inſtance of the 


vanity of all human joys, 
I Tlluftr: ci 


Your, &c. 


Vo! 


2 


my 
not 
the 
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Illuſtrious ſhadow / where are thy deſigus? 
Thy glorious proſpetts and heroic ſchemes ? 
Thou and thy thoughts, in one unhappy day, 
Together periſh, and are ſeen no more. 

The promis'd bleſſings, the unbounded hopes 
Thy wirtues gave, for ever diſappear. 


Tur deaths of monarchs ſpeak a thouſand ſolemn 
truths, and are the moſt pathetic lectures of mortality; 
yet ſtill the living are inſenſible of theſe ſacred Me- 
mento's, and go on in the ſame vain purſuits. Grandeur 
and pleaſure appear in the ſame inchanting forms ; *till 
death diſſolves the ſpell, and puts the ſovereign and 
the ſlave on a level: All diſtinctions are then loft, but 
thoſe which virtue gives; and thoſe muſt be great to 
ſuch as have been benefactors to mankind, and a na- 
tion's glory and protection. But theſe grave re- 
flections ought to give place to the public joy, in which 
I know you ſincerely ſhare, and juſtly deſerve to be 
long an ornament in the court of a Queen, who is the 
pride and pleaſure of a great and happy people. 


Wuar a dialet I am got into? this is talking out 


of character, and wandering from my rural ſimplicity. 


The ſylvan ſcenes are much more ſuited to my taſte 


and language: Where, amidit all the tumults of the 


world, I find repoſe in an inglorious ſolitude, which at 
once indulges the indolence of my temper, and gives 
me leiſure to refle&t on the vanity of human life. 


To your Ladyſhip's great conſolation, I have but juſt 
room enough to ſubſcribe myſelf 


Jour, &c. 
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LETTER XL, 
To the ſame. 


Mavan, 

Au very fond of politics, when writ in ſuch ſoft 

and gentle language as yours. You have inſpir'd 
me with a public ſpirit, and charm'd me ſo much with 
your deſcription of the King and his Parliament, that ! 
wiſh you were to attend her Majeſty to the houſe on 
all important debates. My Lord 's addreſs and 
eloquence could not exceed the beauty of your re- 
lation. | 


I am exceedingly touch'd with theſe fine lines of 
Mr. Pitt, on the late King. 


So well he Iow'd the public liberty, 

His mercy ſet the private captive free. 

Soon as our royal angel came in view, 

The priſons burſt, the flarting hinges flexw ; 
The dungeons open d, and refign'd their prey 

To joy, to life, to freedom, and the day : 

The chains drop off, the grateful captives rear 
Their hands, unmanacled, in praiſe and pray'r. 
Had thus wiforious Cæſar ſought to pleaſe, 
And rul d the vanguiſb d world with arts like theſe ; 
The gen'rous Brutus had not ſcorn'd to bend, 
But ſunk the rigid patriot in the friend; 
And Cato reconciÞd, had ue er diſdain'd 

To live a ſubject, where a Branſwick reign'd. 


Howeven libertine principles would degrade humat 
nature, I find there is ſuch a thing as difintereſtec 


friendſhip, and a ſincere concern for another's happineſ 


eme 


to aſk- 
alive? 
rits? nm 


wat 1 
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remote from any hopes of perſonal advantage or re- 
putation : But this is a height of benevolence, which 
only religion can inſpire ; and without that, all the ſpe- 
cious names of honour and beneficence are mere mock- 
ery, and inſolent flights of vanity. My concern for 
you is perhaps the ſtamp of Heaven on my foul, ſince 
it chiefly regards your future felicity. Whatever other 
change death may make on my mind, this diſpoſition 
muſt riſe to a more generous height in the regions of 
perfect amity and bliſs. I often pleaſe myſelf with the 
thought, that departed ſpirits ſupply the place of guar- 
dian angels to their friends; that they delight to follow 
them in their ſolitary walks, watch their .nightly ſlum- 
bers, and make impreſſions on their ſleeping fancy, ta 


warn them of approaching dangers. Tis net unlikely, 


of 


Ln, the 
4s 


that the tempeſts of human paſſions are ſometimes com- 
pos'd by the ſoft infpiring whiſpers of thoſe prapitious 
beings, while the ſeats of joy have open'd their glories 
in viſionary ſcenes to their ſleeping 1magination. 


OxEx would think I were got into ſome golden dream, 
and fancy'd myſelf in paradiſe. I find ſome occaſion 
to aſk-myſelf, whether I am awake or aſleep, dead or 
alive? among the number of mortals, or departed ſpi- 
tits? —— Whatever I am elle, tis with great certainty 


that I ſubſcribe myſelf 


Tour, &c. 
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LETTER XII. 
To the ſame. 


MavDam, 
OUR letter is but ſhort, yet it diſcovers the an. 
\ xiety of your mind. I hope my Lord 8 
illneſs is not dangerous, and that your Ladyſhip's con. 
cern is only the effect of a tender mother's affection. 
However it is, virtue in diſtreſs touches the mind in its 
ſofteſt ſprings; and tis impoſſible for me to expreſs how 
much I ſympathize with you in this affliction. But how 
fruitleſs and vain are the good wiſhes of mortals to one 
another! The moſt beneficent diſpoſition cannot relieve 
us in the leaſt diſtreſs ; all created things diſappoint our 
expectations, and vaniſh into nothing: "Tis all demon- 
ſtration then, that the world is vanity ; every exigence 
of life proves it, without a dull chain of reaſoning. 


"Tis Heaw'n alone can then ſupport the ſoul, 

And bear it up in all its native greatneſs. ; 
Dependent only on that mighty Pow'r 

That fix d the earth, that ſet the ſeas their bound, 
And bid the fun in all its glory riſe. 


PeoPLE may talk at this rate very much at their eaſe. 


— While I am writing, I am ſure you think in a much 
better manner; but *tis a pleaſure ſometimes to inform 


people of what they knew before. 
| O purſue, 
Purſue, the ſacred dictates of yeur foul, 
Which lead you on to virtue Let not danger 
Nor the incumb ring avorld make faint your purpo/e ; 
Aſjiſling angels ſhall conduct your fps, 
Bring yeu to bliſs, and crown your end with peace, 
Lam, &.. 


I& TT BI 


ace 


eaſe, 
nuch 
form 


nature can give. 
| tance, they are thoſe of unaffected truth and friendſhip; 
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To the ſame. 


Mana, 
OUR illneſs will defend you now from my com- 


plaints of the ſhortneſs of your letter; I am 


more concern'd for the cauſe, than for any thing I muſt 
neceſſarily ſuffer by the effect. I have plac'd too great 
a part of my happineſs in converſing this way with your 
Ladyſhip ; and am now almoſt coavine'd, that an abſo- 
lite indifference and freedom from all the agreeable 
enjoyments that amuſe the mind, is the neareſt way to 
the reſt it purſues : The height of friendſhip, as well 
as the exceſs of love, is always reſtleſs and uneaſy ; 
ſome ſort of diffidence mingles with the mot flattering 


| imaginations we have. 


I warrTE, but am never pleas'd with any circum- 
fiance in my letters, beſides their ſincerity ; and that 


| betrays me into a freedom and negligence in my ex- 


preſſions, which I am ſure a temper ſo artleſs and ge- 
nerous as yours will excuſe; while -you always appear 
to my thoughts with every advantage that virtue or 
If there are words of ſacred impor- 


and to theſe my ſoul pays a homage ſo religious, that 
no conſideration could tempt me to be guilty of dif- 


guiſe. 


Your Ladyſhip's diſorder gives me many penfive 
moments, but I hope your next will bring me the news 
of your perfect recovery. 


Jam, &C. 
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LETTER XIII. 
To the ſame. 


MAOAu, 


Have waited for the letter you promis'd me with 

great impatience ; but whether you write or not, 
you find I am reſolv'd to moleſt your — repoſe, I wa 
going to fay, but I believe I may recall that ſoft word 
tor one of a more vexatious meaning, and flatter myſelf, 
that I only interrupt a ſort of magnificent hurry, in which 
your Ladyſhip is engag'd. 


I can't perſuade myſelf to impute your long ſi- 
Jence to inclination ; but have invented a hundred other 
accidents that have depriv'd me of the pleaſure of your 
Ladyſhip's letters. So rooted a thing is vanity in hu- 
man nature! and indeed it is one great privilege of our 
being, and makes us as well ſatisfy'd with ſome pleaſing 
fiction, as the moſt real happineſs. For my part, I am 
always eaſy, as long as I can perſuade myſelf not to 
call in queſtion my own merit ; which, however ima- 
ginary, leaves me in perfect tranquility, *till a fit of mo- 
deſty raiſes ſome doubts and ſcruples to interrupt my 
felicity. 


My brother begs you to accept a volume of lives 
compos'd by Mr. Rowe. I believe I am not partial in 
ſaying, there never was a better judge of the beauties 
of the Engliſb language, and of the graces of human 
life, than Mr. Rowe; and as they were publiſh'd at the 
importunity of two or three of the author's friend, 
who are perſons of great wit and learning, I don't que 
ſtion they will paſs for finiſh'd eſfays. 


Jam, &C. 
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LETT ER K. 
| To the ſame. 


Mabau, 


OUR god - nature, I am ſure, would not ſuffer 
V you to be ſilent ſo long, but for ſome real or 
imagin'd offence that I have given you. I cannot re- 
eollect what, becauſe I forget my letters as ſoon as they 
are ſeal'd ; but certainly, Lady ——2—-—, I could as 
ſoon deſign an injury to my own ſoul, as to you, I 
confeſs, I have the guilt of too many idle and unguarded 
words to anſwer for to Heaven; but I appeal to you, 
if ever you knew me make an envious or an ill-natur'd 
reflection on any perſon upon earth, or deſcend to any 
thing of artifice or diſguiſe in all my conduct. In what 
interval of madneſs, what moment of folly and dark- 
neſs, could I ſay any thing diſobliging to you? ] muſt 
be lunatic, and under the influence of ſome very fan- 
taſtic planet; an error muſt be involuntary, that was ſo 
contrary to the diſpoſition of my mind, and quite the 
reverſe to my ſettled inclinations. If I did not know 
how perfectly innocent I am of the leaſt intention to diſ- 
oblige you, Madam, I ſhould never forgive myſelf for 
acting ſo contrary to the rules of juſtice and gratitude, 
Beſides your own merit, which, without any other mo- 
tive, would ſecure my admiration and eſteem, you have 
added to this a thouſand obligations for the advantages 
of your converſation, which command my higheſt gra- 
titude. Theſe motives, I hope, would govern me, if 
I was a mere Pagan, and unacquainted with the ſacred 
rules of the Chriſtian religion. 


Were fields of light, and bleft ethereal plains, 
The gay conceits of wifienary brains; 

Were there no palms, nor flarry crowns prepar'd 
The glorious tail of virtue to reward : 
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If there was no future recompence for virtue, nor pu- 
niſhment for vice, there is ſomething in my nature tha: 
would keep me from ingratitude and breach of friend. 
ſhip. My eſteem for you has been as ſincere as my 
love of virtue ard happineſs, and will be ſo till I meet 
you in the happy realms of peace and perfect benefi- 
cerice ; "till then, we ſhall never be free from error 
and miſtakes, 


We always dream, the life of man's a dream, 
In which freſh tumults agitate his breaſt ; 
"Till the kind hand of death unlocks the chain, 
Which clogg*d the noble and aſpiring ſoul, 
And then ve truly wake, 


Tuis may perhaps be all the effect of the ſpleen, 
and a gloomy turn of thought: I wiſh it may ; but I 
am ſo capable of every fort of folly and inadvertency, 
that I have reaſon to ſuſpect myſelf rather than you, 
Whatever is the cauſe of your filence, I am, with the 
greateſt ſincerity, | 

Yeur, &c. 
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LETTER XEY. 
To the ſame. 


MaDaM, 
OU will find, by my laſt letter, how much un: 
5 caſineſs your ſilence gave me: However, it wall 
ſerve for an apology for all my future impertinences. 


Ms. has pleas'd me, by letting me know, 
that you made one of the beſt figures, for perſon and 


drei. 
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dreſs, at the coronation. But, ye vain grandeurs and 
fantaſtic amuſements, how little ſatisfadion can you give? 
If you, Madam, are not happy, where are the boaſts 
of greatneſs and pleaſure ? 


Where dæuell this peace, this freedom of the mind ? 
Where, but in ſhades remote from bumankind ; 

In fow'ry wales, where nymphs and ſhepherds meet, 
But never comes within the palace gate. 


Ld. LAN DS DOWN. 


Ms. Ramſuy's Life of Hrus will be perfectly enter- 
taining to me; I have never ſeen it, and am impatient 
to read it ; for it has been recommended to me by a 
very good judge ; but I prefer your taſte to every body's 
elſe, and ſhall read it with great partiality. 


I wisx your Ladyſhip had the privilege of being in 
two places at the ſame time,. that you might enjoy your 
unenvy'd country delights, and ſhine in a court that will 
perhaps be the glory of the Byiti/þ hiſtory, 'till the ſun 
thall meaſure days and months no more. And yet to 
live for the public is but glorious miſery. What ex- 
alted mortal, in the laſt hour of life, would not reſign 
all the advantages of greatneſs and power, for a few 


moments of leiſure and obſcurity ? when nature in her 


extremeſt agonies 


Starts at the aauαfu, preſpect of the deep, 
Still fears t explore the dark and unknown Way, 
Still backward ftrinks, and meditates delay, 


Spins out the time, and lingers in debate, 


Diſpleas'd to try an uncæperienc'd ſtate. 


Lau (it being a propos you will think) 
Tour, &e. 
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LETTER XILVI. 
To the ſame. 


Mavan, 


OU need not be aſham'd. to own you are alive; 

'tis a joy to the world, and the moſt agreeable 

news your Ladyſhip could have told me; it heighten; 

my enjoyment of the charming ſolitude thro' which Mr. 

Thomſon's muſe leads the thoughts with a juſt and rea- 
ſonable delight. 


THERE is a fort of noble melancholy that the mind 
loves to indulge; and, amidſt ſome of the greateſt 
gayeties, we are conſcious that we came into the world 
for ſome more important end than to laugh. Not that 
can pretend 'tis a crime to laugh, to you that have 


been ſo frequent a witneſs of my diſpoſition to it; but | 


certainly mirth ought to be the effect of chance and 
ſurprize, and not of deliberation and deſign. Farce 


and burleſque appear to me an indignity to human na- 


ture, when propos'd 2s an entertainment for reaſonable 
and immortal beings who are in ſuſpence and abſo- 
lately uncertain, whether their future deſtiny will be the 
extreme of happineſs or miſery. 


thought me at dehance with ſinging and laughing. 
Anv thing of your Ladyſhip's drawing I ſhall highly 


value, and I am extremely pleas'd that you are extend 


ing the limits of your happineſs ; for nothing can more 
fincerely amuſe the mind than imitating the ſcenes of 
nature, 

When from the mingled firength of had and light, 

A new creation riſes to the fight ;. | 

The blooming ſpring appears at your command, 

An fmiling nature waits upon your hand. 1 


It is well for you, 
Madam, that I am interrupted, or you would hae 


) 
| 
v 
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Tis no matter whether they are the ſlo1e-trees that 
you rally me for, or the four-footed birds, tis the pro- 
priety that gives the pleaſure. I ſhall finiſh Lady 
's fan very ſoon: I employ my pencil for her 
with uncommon delight. 


THE character of Se/ima in the Travels of Cyrus 
charms me. I fancy, if you was in the ſame circum- 
ſtances, you would have ated with a ſpirit as heroic. 


Jam, &c. 
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LETTER XLVII. 
To the ſame. 


MavDam, 


HE formality of waſting paper, and beginning 

at the bottom of the page, 1s a very good ex- 
pedient for a dull invention; and in no other caſe am I 
a ſlave to ceremony, nor in that always; for I have no 
great averſion to nonſenſe, unleſs when I am writing to 
your Ladyſhip; and then, tho' I have a thouſand things 
to fay, the language of mortal men does not ſeem ex- 
prefave of my thoughts. 


I nave been reading Harry the fifth in Shakeſpear, 
which gives the moſt folemn image in the world of 
the end of human greatneſs. Death ſeems to enter a 
cottage only as a gentle deliverer from the miſeries of 
human life, but into courts and the ſeats of grandeur 
with inſult and terror. To languiſh under a gilded 
canopy, to expire on ſoft and downy pillows, and give 
up the ghoſt in ſtate, has a more gloomy aſpeR, than 

at 


84 LETTERS 


at the call of nature to expire on a graſſy turf, and ic. 
ſign the breathleſs clay back to its proper elemen:. 
What does a crowd of friends of flatterers ſignify in 
that important hour to the moſt glorious mortal ? which 
of his numerous attendants would ſtand the arreſt of 
death, deſcend into the filent priſon of the grave for 
him, or anſwer the ſummons of the ſupreme inibunal ? 
You'll forgive me, Madam, for dwelling fo long on 
this mortifying ſubjett ; if theſe things were mere fic- 
tions, I ſhould be glad never to mention, nor think of 


them. 


I rave finiſh'd a fan for Mrs. „with Lady 
's picture in it, as exact as I could remember 
her charming face; but the wit and elegance in it no 
pencil can deſcribe. 


I am, by a thouſand obligations, 


Tour, &c. 
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IF $A VIAL 
To the ſame. 


Manram, | 
Ro. your letters found me a miſerable mortal, 


to my great mortification ; for I ſhou!d be glad to 


commence a higher order of beings, that I might con- 
verſe with your Ladyſhip more on a level. 


T vave read Dr. Burnet's deſcription of the Millen- 
'niam With ſo much pleaſure, that I am not furpriz'd 
fuch a ſubje& ſhould give you ſo many agreeable ima- 


zes, and be more entertaining to a temper like 2 
than 
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than either vanity or ſcandal; the laſt, the politeſt con- 
yerſation on earth cannot make tolerable. 


I Have read the * letters your Ladyſhip recom- 
mended to me, and. like them, without exception, on 
your approbation ; that motive would tempt me to wiſh 
I had writ them, if I had the leaſt ambition of being an 
author, But I need not juſtify myſelf ſo ſeriouſly on 


this ſubject. The reading of the fourteenth, I confeſs, . 


put me in mind of dear Lady 
LaDy has very much oblig'd me by the 


fight of thoſe fine verſes on a lady. The view of ſuch a 
character gives the mind a great delight, in ſhewing te 


what an height of perfection mortals can riſe ; the mere 
poſſibility of ſuch virtue pleaſes, becauſe it is ſtill hu- 
man, and may be imitated. 


Your opinion does neceſſarily govern me, when TI 
know it, and I am partial or prejudic'd, not from any 
afected complaiſance, but from a real aſcendant you 


have over my judgment; but in this caſe I give my own - 


opinion, I muſt own I like the Proud Hu/band'; there 
ſeems to me to be nature, wit and good morals in it, 
and I can't but hope you like it. Shak ffear's Play I 
have not ſeen. What is become of Mr. Rz//; and Mil- 
ten? J hope he has found the book that was loſt; tis 
pity his nation ſhould be robb'd of ſuch a noble tranſla- 
don. 


1 am, &c. 


*. Friendſhip in Death, 
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L E TT EX. ALIX. 
To the ſame. 


Mapau, | 
F you will not let me write to you, I am reſolv'd to 
write to my Lord ————, and Lady | 
I know, by my own heart, you will not be angry with 
me in earneſt ; if you take ever fo much pains to be ſo, 
you have ſo little malignity in your temper, and muſt be 
wicked with ſo much difficulty, that when you make the 
trial, you will deſpair of ſucceeding in the attempt. 
There will be peace betwixt us in this world ; on my 
ide tis nature, tis neceſſity, | 


(Came Pacqua ſcende, el fuoco 


And in the next world nothing will break the ſeries of 
an eternal amity. I ſhall then act in the perfection of 
my reaſon ; but while I am a mortal, I ſhall certainly 


ſay and do a thouſand fooliſh things: Tis the privilege Þ 


of human nature, and I ſhall inſiſt on my claim; my 
pretenſions are evident, and indiſputable, and I am ſure 
you have not the conſcience to defire me to be infallible, 
and free from miſtakes both of opinion and practice. 
But not any of my errors has given me ſo much uneaſi- 
neſs, as ſpeaking to you, in my laſt, in fo artful a man- 
ner, and uſing any ſort of diſguiſe: It has put me more 
in the ſpleen than I thought any misfortune could have 
done ; and I think (if I know myſelf) I would not be 
guilty of another equivocation, if I might gain the em- 


pire of the world by it. I owe this confeſſion to the 


rules of virtue and friendſhip. And now that my mind 
is at peace with itſelf, I find that nothing can eſcape the 
penetration of your genius. I confeſs it would have 
been a pleaſure to me to know your Ladyſhip's W 


— 
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if you had not known the author ; but I hope the reſt 
of the world will continue ignorant, except two or three 
who know my impertinent manner of thinking. How- 
ever, I am pretty quiet, tis a harmleſs folly ; and as all 
the events and characters are fiction, if it does nobody 
no good, it will do them no hurt: And I believe I ſhall 
content myſelf for the future with copying the vanities 
of my imagination for your peruſal ; only I muſt warn 
you to beware of reading them when you are inclin'd to 
ſleep, for fear a mortal lethargy ſhould be the conſe- 
quence. Next time I write, I will copy ſomething for 
your Ladyſhip, but tis pretty long, and not quite fi- 
niſh'd, and you had need be a little prepar'd for the 
heavy penance of reading any more of. my works. 


Jam, &c. 
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To the ſame. 


Mavan, 


Am ſincerely griev'd that you had not my letter, to 
prevent your ſending for me. I dare not think of a 
Journey in my preſent circumſtances : I have a weight 
en my ſpirits like death, My humour is not ſplenetic 
without ſome real cauſe ; and I am not fit now to en- 


joy my friends, nor hardly myſelf, which is not a com- 


mon accident to my temper. As I am now, if I ſhould 
ſee you ſo il! and languiſhing as when I was laſt at, 
nothing on earth could ſupport me in ſuch a melancholy. 
ſcene. But I am at preſent detain'd, by expecting ſome 
relations of Mr. Hes, who ſent me word, they would 


come and ſee me for a day or two; and I would always 
bey them the reſpect they merit. 


I aw 
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I am glad, for your ſake, that the library is got to 

; but for me, when I am capable of enjoy- 

ing any thing, your converſation has charms enough to 
entertain 


Nur, &c. 
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LET TEX UL. 
To the ſame. 


Maran, 

HE woods, and ſtreams, and country ſcenes, to 

which you are retiring, will yield to a temper 
Hke yours more real delights than all the noiſy plea- 
fures of the town; and yet, if there was no ſuperior 
Happineſs to be ſecur'd, I ſhould think plays and opera's 
the height of human enjoyments. I can't be guilty of 
diſimulation, and pretend to an indifference for thoſe en- 
tertainments, on any other view, but the hopes of ſome- 
thing more noble and laſting, in exchange for preſent 
- pleaſures; otherwiſe the birds might ſing, and the rivu- 
lets murmur at their leiſure, for me. 


War ſhall I fay to expreſs the remorſe and con- 
ſuſion I am under at the knowledge of your diſappoint- 
ment ? But really you have no lots by my abſence ; for 
I am ſo ſtupid, that not even your converſation could 
awake me into life and ſenſe. I have no prejudice 
againſt myſelf, and therefore you may believe there is no 
injuſtice in this confeſſion. But I have ſtill ſome ſenſe 
of morality left, and own myſelf under an obligation 
to wait on you ; if in mere charity to yourſelf, you will 
not ſuſpend my happineſs till next ſpring. As I am not 
yet well, if I come now, I ſhould not let any body in 


the houſe live at cafe, till I am ſent back again. As 
ong 


Map 


AM 
dyſh 
cam, 
mine : 
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Jong as I have a whimſy in my head that I am mortal, 
] ſhall chuſe to meet death in this humble retreat; where 
the univerſal terror ſeems to put on a gentler aſpect, 
than in the view of greatneſs, and the amuſements of. 
life: The greatoſt fortitude and moſt ſerious diſpoſition 
is little enough to ſupport the ſoul in that important and 
ſolemn hour, 


I Tax all opportunities to inquire after your health, 
and am overjoy'd to hear that you are no longer in the 
leaſt danger of a conſumption, and that you are almoſt 
perfectly recover'd, May all the joys that virtue can 
give, attend you, and angels guide you in the paths to 
unmortal bliſs, 


I am glad my Lord will ſoon return, for then all 
the world beſides will be inſignificant to you: "Tis a. 
diſtinction that is due to ſo much merit. | 


Jan, &c, 
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. 
. To the ſaine. 


int- | Maran, 


for Au tranſported at the thoughts of ſeeing your La- 
-ould WW dyſhip here, tho' I believe it will prove but a golden 
adice eam. It would not be civil to offer you ſuch lodgings. 
is no mine; but I can command very good rooms at a pri- 
ſenſe te houſe ; unleſs you chuſe mine, which are really 
ration Wt fit for you. I hope you will ſtay more than a night,. 
a will F Lorgleate is but two or three little miles off, nor Mrs. 
m not -s; and l' ramble any where with you, on con- 
dy in on I may be left here, to breathe my laſt in this per- 
. AS F folitude, Heaven grant that grand and deciſive 
long moment 
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moment may look as unclouded- near, as it does ⁊t a 
diſtance, O happy period. 


O celeſtial point, 
Which ends this mortal flory ! 
I am, Cc. 
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LET TEX III. 
To the ſame, 


F you don't come in a very little while, there wil 
be no laurels nor holly-oaks left in the country, for 
my waiting-gentlewoman has ingroſs'd them all to adom 


her chimneys: Nor will there be a handful of ba/m let 


in the town to make poſſets for the fick, if your Lady. 


ſhip defers your journey much longer. I like my o 
houſe for you better than any other, and if you cn 
bear it, I ſhall be perfectly happy while you are in . 


Tis but to forget that you are the Counteſs of ; 


and that will not rob you of one good quality; for i 


you liv'd in the woods, you might inſiſt on the rights of 


nature, and be ſovereign of the rural inhabitants, and 


reign unrivall'd on the plains. 


Your promiſing not to plague me (as you call ih 


makes me half angry with you; 'tis the greateſt impro- 
priety of language you can be be guilty of, beſides the 
great injuſtice of ſuch a thought: 1 hope you will li: 
to repent the criminal ſuppoſition. Your company wil 
give me unmingled joy, nor will it be poſſible for you 
to put me into the leaſt hurry, if you will but give or- 
ders what you will have to eat and drink; for I dont 
expect you ſhould live ſuch a celeſtial life, as to b 


nouriſh'd with the pure ether. But I hope your Lad 
4 


1B 


LETTERS, 92 


ſhip will confine your luxury to the common food of 
mortals; it would be an unreaſonable caprice here to 
take it into your head to banquet like the immortals on 
Nectar and Ambrofia. But if your Ladyſhip will diſ- 
penſe with the want of theſe niceties, and content your- 
{elf with earthly viands, you will highly oblige me by 
writing your own bill of fare every morning: I muſt 
own, without affectation, I could as ſoon compoſe a 
new almanack for the year 1729, as perform ſuch a 
laborious taſk. 


I wave hir'd all the children in the neighbourhood 
neither to cry nor hollow while you are here; but if 
'tis neceſſary for them to utter ſome audible ſound, and 
lift up their voices, I have defir'd it may be only in 
ſinging, which I hope will be as moral, tho' not ſo me- 
lodious an entertainment, as the Beggar's Opera. I 
know you will forgive my impertinent averſion to that 
performance, and the ill manners of contradicting the 
approbation of the public. 


How happy ſhall I be, if you like my houſe! 


Here are two chambers for your Ladyſhip, and a 
* chapel for Mrs. 


3 of which ſhe ſhall have 
the keys in her poſſeſſion, and where ſhe may retire 


when ſhe will for her contemplations. Only there are 
| no bells nor organs, but there is a cupola and arch'd 
windows; and perhaps her meditations may not always 


require a place of more ſanctity. The room I have 


| allotted for your Ladyſhip has been truly conſecrated 


by my father's devotions. One would think I told you 
this, that you might not fright yourfelf with the thoughts 
of ghoſts and evil ſpirits. Perhaps the ſame angels 
may guard you there, that waited to conduct the dying 
ſaint to paradiſe : Never was the laſt part of life ated 
with greater fortitude. I can't help copying theſe fine 
lines ſent me by Mr. Grove. | 
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Here Death ] ſaxv, not that wan, ghaſily ſhade, 
By guilt and melancholy fancy made, 1 
Of aſpedt ftern, deform'd all &er, and blind ; {ur 
But gentle, ſoft, beneficent and kind. wh 
Down by his fide à golden quiver hung, | yr 
Full was the quiver,. nor his bad unſirung, "ſp 
A flver /haft he choſe ( "taIVAsS tipt with love ; J wo! 
This ta the man, he ſaid, moſt dear to Jove. ag 

” 10T 


Then twang'd his bew, any the pointed dart 
Flew fwift as thought, and pierc'd the fav'rite's heart; WF | 
A fuditen night inwvolv'd his cloſing eyes, 

And the glad foul diſmiſs'd, ſought out her kindred ſtie s. 


NOT diſtant far I ſaw a lonely cave, 
The pc ſage ſteep and gloomy, call d the grave 
Diſmal it ſcem' d, but after ſhort deſcent, 
Open'd into a plain of vaſt extent; 
Here happy minds, from clay unfetter d, rove, 
Ferdant the fields beneath, the ſties ſerene above 
Ne. ſummer's drought,. nor auixtry cold are there, 


Ne lazy miſts to clog the furer air. . 
Broad ſtreams of bliſs from living ſprings ſafply d, | | 
With ſmocth, majeſtic currents gently glide. 
Along the ſhore argelic forms are ſeen, fince 
And hymns divine are heard—— ORE 


YE bliſiſul ſeats, &C. to th 


I mvsT deſcend ; how I got here I cannot tell: My 
excurſions to the ſkies are always ſhort, and ſomewhat: 
unnatural ; and, as you can witneſs, I have a great ſym- 
pathy for my native element the duſt, and can breathe The 
in theſe groſs regions without the leaſt difficulty; and 25 pear'. 
long as I live in hopes of ſeeing your Ladyſhip, I I here 
have ſome peculiar engagements to the world. : given 
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Ir you don't like this houſe, before you favour me 
with another viſit, I will certainly go to one that I am 
fare you will like. But I beg you to let me know 
when I may expect the happineſs: It would be more 
complaiſant, perhaps, to ſay honour, but I am inſen- 


* ſible to that; tis pleaſure, that inchanting thing, which 


is my view, when I think of converſing with you, I 
would not thank the Counteſs of for the ho- 
nour of a viſit; the airy ſound would have no charms 
for me on ſuch an occaſion. 


I am making a book, inſtead of writing a letter, I 
have not room to ſubſcribe in any form; ceremony 
mult yield to neceſſity, Fins. 


ES , 
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To the ſame. 
MADAM, Sept. 7, 1728. 


Have at preſent a ſet of thoughts not to be ex- 
preſs'd in the common language of mortals ; but 
ſince I am yet a ſtranger to the figures of celeſtial elo- 


quence, I muſt content myſelf with vulgar forms, and 


return my thanks for your viſit, in terms very inferior 


to the ſenſe I have of the vaſt obligation. 


Inc fable the reſt, 
And by immortal tongues alone to be expreft, 


The height of good humour and ſparkling wit, that ap- 
pear'd in your converſation the whole time of your ſtay 
here, charm'd me beyond every thing elſe; but has 
g:ven me ſuch a diſguſt for whatever comes in my way, 


that 


— ! OO 
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that I am juſt ready to quarrel with every body I meet 
for not looking and ſpeaking like you. I am grown ſo 
unreaſonable as to have an averſion. to human creatures, 
for mere impoſſibilities. The reflection on a pleaſure 
paſt, your Ladyſhip will find, has a very different effect 
on my imagination, from what the hopes of a ſatisfac- 
tion to come had: I am now as ſplenetic to find the 
pleaſure for ever gone, as I was gay in the view of-it 
when future, 


Mas. has leſt a handkerchief here, which 
ſhall be ſafely return d. I wiſh ſhe had left her heart, 
tho' it would have been an argument ſhe had loſt her 
wits: I am ſo much govern'd by my own intereſt, that 
J ſhould rejoice at any thing which would be a motive 
to bring her here again. 


I Have with many arguments prevail'd on Mrs. 
to have ſome charity for David, tho' he was guilty of 
the great immorality of laughing to himſelf, on ſuch a 
ſerious exigence, as the being reduc'd to toaſt cheeſe 
with the fire-ſhovel ; which F find is the only crime he 
was ever guilty of. 


Wurm ſhall I recover my indolence and indifference 
to earthly enjoyments ? Really, Madam, I find-it necei. 


fary to my peace and tranquility to forget you as ſoon 
as I can, which, I fear, all my pious endeavours will not 


be able to complete. 
Be this ain world in ev'ry form forget! 


This is but a ſort of imaginary triumph; for ſtill I find 
myſelf engag'd beyond the common formality of ſub- 
ſcribing myſelf 

Tour, &c. 
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LETTER LV. 


To the ſame. 
OW many obligations have I to you for your 


| H laſt pacquet ? without flattery theſe lines may bg 
t apply'd to you. 


— —_— Diffufing life around, 
h The light of glad ſociety ; and teach 
. Love, innocence and joy to mix agaix, 
2 As in the days of Eden. 
N You are Mrs. 's everlaſting theme, ſhe re- 


members every ſentence : Every word that eſcap'd your 
— & lips is treaſur'd ſafely in her memory, and is as au- 


of thentic with her as Mr. Dod's ſayings. She has re- 


na & peated them ſo often to her brother and ſiſter, that 
ele | ey have them by heart. She had no notion, ſhe 
he ons, of beauty and elegance before, but now ſhe 
thinks with pleaſure of what perfection human nature 


x capable. 
> | I conrFess I expected this place would have put 
oon Nou paſt redreſs into the ſpleen : I was moſt agreeably 
| ot {appointed to find that you crown'd the too fleeting 


moments with wit and innocent mirth, the whole time 


of your ſtay ; and I ſhall ever recall the happy hours 
with pleaſure. 


In imitation of your Ladyſhip's benignity, that would 
ive ſatisfaction to the meaneſt of human kind; I have 
joic'd Mrs. with the intelligence of Colonel——, 


I am, by a thouſand engagements, 


Hur, &C. 
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LETTER LVI. 
To the ſame. 


MavDam, 
5 [15S an age ſince I heard from you, and I begin 
1 to queſtion whether my paſt happineſs has been 
real or a dream, and if there is any ſuch agreeable 
perſon as Lady in being, or that I have only 
entertain'd myſelf with a ſort of fairy viſion. With 
you every thing elſe ſeems to vaniſh into a ſtate of 
doubt and uncertainty. Tis not impoſſible that the 
world may be ſtill inhabited by human creatures; bu 
to me it ſeems a perfect ſolitude, and I begin to fancy 
\ myſelf the ſole poſſeſſor of the earthly globe: On) 
the misfortune is, tis of no uſe to me; this ſnowy 
weather prevents me from travelling to view the extent 
of my vaſt dominions. But, dear Lady „ If you 
are in any corner of the univerſe, let me know 1t; 
"twill be a real joy to me, tho' I ſhould quit half my 
ſhare both of ſea and land to your poſſeſſion. 


1 am, &c. 


L'E TT ERLVH. 
To the ſame. 


Mavan, 


[ your want of health. 
ſenſe of any affliction of that kind that reaches you. 


You would not be confn'd to the doQor's hands tor a 
1 tee. 


. » 7 le 
MusT begin with what moſt concerns me, which I If 
I have the moſt exquivic. , 


t 
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trie. I have ſeen your temper in violent pain, and I 
think no perſon has more fortitude and calmvre's of mind 
in thoſe occaſions ; ſo that I ſhall not be perfectly caſy, 
all 1 hear you are recover'd. 


lau much better qualify'd to write a religious diary 
than an epiſtle to a perſon of your Ladyſhip's wit and 
zu ciltinction, My ſcene of action is my own chamber, 
Jo" and all the uſe I have of human ſpeech is talking to 
ble myſelf. This weather ſeems to confine every body to 
nly an inchanted circle, juſt where they are they mutt con- 
[1th tent theinſelves to ſtay. However, I am very well {a- 
of MW ti>[y'd, as long as I hear of your welfare, and I am no 
the W further inquiſitive, whether the world is afleep or awe, 
bu. T at reſt or in agitation. 


ancy : . . 

Joh Ir I don't write a diary, and, with Dæ Portas, 
0 Sing myſeif my civil auars within ;; 
Xtent 


you however, 'tis a practice that I can't but approve in 
itz other people: But, for my ſelf, the daily recital of my 


fm own follies would be an inſupportable mortification : 


And yet a time will come, when I muſt ſtand a ſeverer 
judge than my own conſcience. Sometimes, for want 
of greater noveltics, I read the Map of Mar in this au- 
thor: "I's a perfect picture cf human nature, and the 
general caprice of mankind. 


IF I'm merry, Pim mad, 
Say the fcwvere; if Pm ſad, 
The merry griggs me mopifh call. 
It p. le for cry man 
At once to pleaſe, a; what he can, 


God, himſelf, the world and all ? 


1 1 he two firſt, however, are more eaſily pleas'd than 
ich Ane laſt ; and "tis not of much conſequence, if Heaven 
nd conſcience give their approbation, tho" the world 
would diſſent, and make a different judgment. 

F You 


Xquiiite 
es you. 
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You conld not more oblige me, Madam, than by 
putting a ſubſcription for ine to Mr. Thomſern's poenrs, 
which I hope will meet, as they deſerve, great encou. 
ragement. 


You may command me to copy my impertinences of 
any kind in proſe or verſe. I never conceal any of 
my follies from you, but when I am doubtful whether 
you will excuſe them; and when J am afraid you can- 
not, I had rather half the world beſides ſhould know 
them : But when my vanity prevails, and makes me {e- 
cure of pleaſing your taſte, Lam impatient to ſend you 
my productions with the greaielt parade and oltentation. 
Whatever I can hope will be to my advantage, I will 
never make a ſecret. | 


I nave ſent you a perfect miſcellany; and to con- 
elude, I wiſh my Lord and your Ladyſhip many 
happy new years. 


Jam, &c, 


LET TEN LV, 
To the fame. 


Maran, 
SnovurD pity your Ladyſhip, but that it looks lice 
a ſort of inſolence, in the ſplendor of your ci: 
cumſtances, to imagine that you are an object of com. 
paſſion. If it would not look like unpardonable vs 
nity, I ſhoald expreſs a world of good nature and ten. 
derneſs for you, on this occaſion ; but I believe you wi! 
advile me, ſince I have a mind to cry, and am ſo cha. 
ritably diſpos'd, to find a more proper ſubject for m 
grief and commiſeration. If Lady and Lol 


my pity, for they are innocent and reaſonable delight. 
11 


are in town with you, there is the leſs need © 


1 N 
my | 
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[ z£G you to let nobody read the inclos'd but Mrs. 
——— It is writ in imitation of ſomething of this 
ind, which I read in manuſcript, wrote by one who 
died very young, and with great joy and ſatisfaction; 
which probably was from the ſenſe of having in this 
ſolemn manner renew'd the ſacred engagements made for 
her in baptiſm. No motive in the world, but that fin- 
cere and tender concern I have for your happineſs, could 
have prevail'd with me to ſend it; but when J con- 
fer what an advantage it has been to my own reſolu— 
tions, I could not in conſcience but let you ſee it. 
Oh! may you ſtand unterrify'd, when the pillars of 
the earth ſhall tremble, and the mountains melt before 
the face of the Almighty Judge. I ſhall not reſign my 
concern for you, but when I give up my life, nor I 
think then neither. My friendſhip is not divided, and 
that makes all my hopes and fears about mortal things 
centre in you, 


Jam, &c. 


A CovEenanT with G OD. 


Ncomprehenſible Being, who ſearcheft the hearts and 
trye/t the reins of the children of men, thou knoweit 
my ſincerity, and my thoughts are all unveil'd to thee. 


Im ſurrounded with thine immenſity ; thou art a pre- 


ſent, tho' inviſible witneſs of the ſolemn affair I am now 
about. I am now taking held of thy ſtrength, that J 
may make peace with thee, and entering into articles 
with the almighty God. Theſe are the happy days 
long fince predicted, when one hall ſay, Tam the Lord's, 
and another all call himſilf by the name of Iſrael, and 
ancther ſhall ſubſcribe with his hand to the Lord; and 
th:y ſhall be my ſons and daughters, ſaith the Lord Je- 
hovah. Therefore with the moſt thankful fincerity I 
take hold on thy covenant, and humbly accepting thy 
propoſals, bind myſelf to thee by a ſacred and everlaſt- 
ing obligation. By a free and deliberate actior, I do 
rere ratify the articles w_— were made for me in bap- 

2 tian: 


— — 
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N. 


tiſm; I religiouſly devote myſelf to thy ſervice, and 
intirely ſubmit o thy conduct. I renounce the plor'cs 
and vanities of the world, and chuſe the as my happi- 
neſs, my ſupreme felicity and everla!li 
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ung portion, I 
make no articles with thee for any thing beſides: Deny, 
or give me what thou wilt, I will never repine, while 
my principal treaſure is ſecure. This is my deliberate, 
my free and ſincere determination; a determination, 
which, by thy grace, I will never retract. 


O THov, by whole power alone I ſhall be able 10 
ſtand, put thy fear in my heart, that J may HVEr 
part frm thee : Let not tlie vcd, with all its flatterie, 
nor death, nor hell, with all their terrors, force me t9 
violate this ſacred vow. O let me never live to abin- 
don thee, nor draw the impious that would deny thc ! 


AnD now let ſurrounding angels witneſs for me, thet 
I ſolemnly devote all the powers and faculties of my 
ſoul to thy ſervice ; and when I preſumptuouſiy em 
ploy any of the advantages thou haſt given me to thy 
diſhonour, let them teſtify againſt me, and let my own 
words condemn me. 
ELIZABETH Rowe, 
T'rvs have IT ſubſerib'd to thy gracious propoſats, 
and cngag'd myſelf to be the Lord's: And now let the 
malice of men, and the rage of devils combine agat:.! 
me, I can defy all their ſtratagems, for God himtielt ; 
become my triend. 


* 


O nayyey day! tranſporting moment ! the brighte! 
period of my life! Heaven with all its light ſmiles cn 
thee. What glorious mortal can now excite my envy ' 
what ſcene to tempt my ambi ion could the whole crea 
tion diſplay ? Let gloty call me with her exalted voice; 
let pleaſure with a ſofter eloquence allure me; the world 
in all itz ſplendor appears but a trifle, while the infinite 
God is my portion. He is mine by as ſure a title 2 
eternal veracity can confer. The right is unqueſtionable 
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the conveyance unalterable. The mountains ſhall be re- 
mov'd, and the hills be diſſolv'd, before the everlaſting 


obligation thall be cancell'd. 
e 


EET T-E.K:LLX. 
To the ſame. 


MapA u, 


T would be unreaſonable to expect any part of 


your Ladyſiiup's attention till the triamphs of the 
birth-day are paſt. I love ſhew and magnitcence, I 
confeſs ; but I have a much greater pleaſure in hearing 
the juſt reflections of a mind form'd like yours, on 
thoſe ſplendid tumults. In the midſt of them, I fancy, 
you are always at leiſure, and perfectly diſengaged in 
your thoughts. If I can gueſs at your temper, it is 
free from the worſt of plagues, ambition; that, at- 
tended with envy and reſtleſs ſuſpicion, muſt make a 
court-life a ſtate of unmingled miſery. But, as you are 
as truly great as you can be, this muſt keep your mind 
in ſuch a ſuperior and eaſy ſituation, 


Tux ſtory of Lavinia is told with a natural and be- 
coming eaſe; but I read it in a very ill humour, be- 
cauſe you had not writ a line with it. If your Lady. 
ip had but taken the pains to put Lady — 8 
and Lord 's name in the empty ſpace, it would 
tave given me ſome delight, and I ſhould not have been 
recuc'd to fold up the paper, and read my name and 
pace of abode on the ſuperſcription, as I did over 
and over, in order, firſt, to ſatisfy myſelf that you 
were alive; and ſecondly, that the auguſt ailembly 
Net in Farhament had not made it treaſon for wemen to 
pell Engliſè, and write in a legible character. After J 
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had made theſe rational inferences, I aſlum'd my native 
peace and tranquility again, and live in hopes of fü 
ther cont.rmition of theſe great truths, 


Jam, &c. 


LET TFN K. 
To the ſame. 


RIA PDAII, 


Hor this letter will find your Ladyſhip ſafely re. 
1 turn'd to, and in the full enjoyment of 
thoſe natural and guiltleſs delights that Lady 
wit, and Lord 's innocence muſt give you. 


MILTON's morning hymn to the Creator muſt be 
a noble entertainment to a mind form'd like yours: I 
almoſt hear the harmony of it in Mrs. ——'s beautiful 
deſcription of that performance. 


3 


T Have been reading the laſt chapter of Ecelrfanſier, 
with many a melancholy pauſe on the ſtrength and uit- 
neſs of thoſe figures that deſcribe the decay of nature; 
till I came to the cloſe, where the duſt return'd to the 
earth, and the ſpirit to its great original ; here the icene 
brighten'd, and the reverſe to ſo many gloomy memo- 
rials was all unclouded and ſerene. The face of nature 
looks now ſo wild and wintry, that 'tis a relief to the 
mind, to think itſelf but a paſſenger thro" ſuch dreary and 
inhoſpitable regions. As Mr. W/etts ſays, 

Leong nights and dar ui dwell be load, 
With ſcarce a glimm'ring ray ; 
But the bright aworl! to ac hich we go, 
I everloſling day. 
Tux Verſis to a Friend have given me a very agree: 


able image of a peaceful life, and as charming a ſcene 
of death. 
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Calm ond reſigu d to ſome thick ſhade retire, 
Aud on a graſſy turf in peace expire, 


dach a death is like falling into a gentle ſleep, and has 
nothing terrible in its approach. May the pious ſuppli- 
cation you have inclos'd aſcend like incenſe from an 
angel's hand, and bring back every bleſſing on your 
head. 


Ir muſt be a joy to the public to have Prince Fredric | 


here; 'tis a ſort of confirmation of the nation's preſent 
happineſs, and a preſage of their future tranquility. 


Nrver was ary thing more ſprightly than your laſt 
letter, only you have turn'd the raillery moſt urjuilly 
on yourſelf ; a crime I ſhould never have forgiven in any 
other perſon in the world, 

J am, &C. 


5 IS 
LETTER LXI. 
To the ſame. 


) IS with great concern that I hear you are eon- 
fin'd to your room, in the midſt of ſo many 

rural delights, as the walks you are contriving muſt 
give you. Your Ladyſhip's deſcription has given a very 
beautiful ſcene to my imagination, and entertain'd me 
with a charming ſylvan retreat : I hope my Lord and 
you will long enjoy it. Not that I would wiſh your life 
extended to the date of an antediluvian; you have a 
more juſt opinion of mortality, and I am glad you 
give me an excule to talk of theſe dull, or grave ſubjects, 
call them what you will, as long as you remember you 
were born to die, I am ſatisfy' d. And indeed you al- 
ways expreſs yourſelf on this occaſton with. ſo much 
good ſenſe and true greatneſs of mind, that it fets your 
F 4 character 


U 
1 


TT 2”, OO.” 


— a 


— — 


b 
4 
0 
! 
{ 
: 
[ 
10 
1 


LI E TI. EX. 


character in the moſt agreeable light it can appear in, 
When life is ſurk to the dregs, and into the laſt diſgrace 
of nature, it is no great virtue to fly to death as a re. 
fuge from indignity and contempt ; but in the pride ot 
nature, ard amidſt the flatteries of fortune, to look 
calmly on the greateſt of terrors, muſt argue a ſuperior 
degree of virtue. I would talk on, but I am in too 
ſplenetic a temper to be entertaining; and yet I ne er 
bid you adieu with ſo much regret : If half the ferious 
witnes I make for you reach the ſkies, you will be pol. 
{cit of all the bleſſings of this world, and the boundic's 
pleaſures of the next. | 
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I am, Madam, more ſincerely yours than can be cx. 
preſs'd by formally ſubſcribing my ſelf 


Your, &c. 


E-E--t-1-E K LAI. 
To the ſame. 


Maran, 


Y Lord 's diſgrace is a new inſtance of the 
M vanity of human dependance. I could make 
ſome wiſe remarks on the advantage of an obſcure and 
inferior ſtation ; if a contempt of greatneſs did not look 
like mere affectation: and it is often really ſo, in per- 


ſons of an inferior rank; and yet 'tis in the humble 
cottage that peace ſeems to make her ſacred abode. 


Not boundl:fs poww'r, nor watchful guards that avait 
In glitt ring pomp around the palace gate, 
Nor anti-chambers with attendants fili d, 


The mind's uneaſy tumulis ever ftill'd. 
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T THINK the fable, by the archbiſhop of Cambray, 
of the old Queen and Petrone//e, the moſt entertaining 
and moral thing of that nature I ever read; only I was 

ry with the country laſs, for not having more wit, 
ul ſhe had made the experiment. 


Wiru every advantage of nature join'd to greatneſs, 
you ſeem almoſt tir'd of being a Counteſs, If it would 
not be an injuſtice to my Lord , I ſhould cer- 
tainly wiſh you an humble cottager, with no cares nor 
joys, but what your fleecy charge and country holidays 
atorded. I ſhould ſincerely wiſh ſuch a metamorphoſis, 
but that J muſt fink your hero from his dignity ; and 
perhaps Lord would not eafily accommodate 
himſelf to make garlands and paſtorals, being much bet- 
ter qualify'd to adorn a court. 


Tr1s trifling is not ſincere; for really I am in a 
very {ober and grave diſpoſition, and had much rather 
talk of the next world than of this. You are not more 
tir d of viſiting days and aſiemblies, than I am of 
breathing and fleeping. I could with myſelf got ſafe 
beyond the thick darkneſs; but there nature ſtarts, a 
thouſand fantaſtic horrors guard the gloomy paſſage; 
and yet 'tis inevitable, and mult be pat\'d. What ec- 
taly muſt break in upon the ſonl, the füſt moment it 
bnds itſelf got ſecure from all thole threatning terrors ? 
wien death and hell ior ever vanquiit'd, ſhall leave it 
in the quiet poſſeſſion of immortal joys ? But ſtill the 
grand event is undetermin'd, and a diſmal uncertainty 
clouds theſe gaudy hopes. If theſe bright expeCtations 
ſnould fail, and the ſoul be doom'd to wander for ever 
on ſome dark unhappy ſhore, baniſh'd for infinite ages 
from the ſeats of ligut and joy. This doubt often 
links my ſpirits, and makes me long to have the im- 
portant affair decided. Your Ladyihip will certainly 
think that I am tranſcribing ſome honcſt Diſſenter's ſer- 
mon for your edification; but I know you will pardon 
ne when J tell you, I have no end in diſcovering my 
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own concern, but to excite yours, who are equally in. 


tereſted in this ſubject. Heaven can witneſs, how fin- 0 

cere my concern for your happineſs is; the leaſt pur, ; 

of it is expreſs d in ſubſcribing myſelf 5 
Your, &c. 
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LETTER EX. 
To the ſame. | 


Mavam, \ 
REeceiv'd an agreeable, I can't ſay a long letter, 
from your Ladyſhip. Nothing can be more obl:- 


ging than your invitation to M „and you would - 
pity me, if you could conceive how much I am d- *** 
ftreſs'd, at once to expreſs my gratitude, and unwilling- 12 

( 


neſs to leave this retreat. Compar'd to this, M 
is a theatre, a court, nations, and languages, the whole * 
univerſe aſſembled together: and it ſeems more decent 


to ſpend the laſt part of life in privacy and retirement, 

than to intrade on the Grand Monde ſo unſeaſonably. 1Þ © 
can't poſſibly flatter myſelf that time ſtands ſtill, or that | ** . 
my ſun runs backward. The world ſeems to be at an 2 55 
end to me, and the time is haſtening, which will bring 4 = 


a pathetic evidence of the truth oi that melancholy de- 6 
ſcription in Eccleſia tes. When the fun ard the light, 72 
and the moon and the flars Hall be darkened, and the - 
clouds return after the rain; when the keepers of the heuſe 
Hall tremble, and thoſe that look out of the winder * 
be dark; when the daughters of muſic ſball ceaſe, andy . 

the graſibot per ſhall be a burth:n; avhen, the pitcher 
fall be broken at the feuntain, and the mourners ge 4 cal 
ebeut the flrects, | 
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| aM as free of my quotations, as if your Lady- 
ip had never learnt to read, or was forbid by ſome 
rop1ih prieſt to look into the Bible. 


Jan, &c. 
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LETTER LXIV; 
To the ſame. 


Mapa, 


OUR reproaches are but too juſt, nor dare I add 
Y to the guilt of violating my promiſe, that of 
detending myſelf by any falſe excuſes ; but you would 
calily pardon me, if you knew the ſecret regret that this 
infamous conduct gives me, It will certainly prevent 
me ſrom ever making a promiſe in the moſt common 
actions of life. But J am the only ſufferer in this, and 
my crime is my moſt ſevere and exquiſite puniſhment : 
Your Ladyſhip's converſation is a pleaſure that of all 
other human ſatisfactions I find the moſt unwillingneſs 
to reſign, Unleſs I can have this houſe intirely to 
myſelf, I believe I fhall remove; and if I do, I may 
contrive to be near enough to enjoy the advantage of 
your ſociety, and ſecure my own ſrecdom and retire- 
ment: But juſt at this inſtant being diſorder'd with 
frequent pains in my head, the cold and ſilent dwellings 


of the dead are the very ſeaſonable ſubject of my 


thoughts. 


My charity is very large, and from this catholic ſpi- 
nt I have often canoniz'd ſome atheiſt or libertine for a 
great ſaint ; but I am pleas'd to think I made an infalli- 
ble judgment of Mr. s merit and piety, 


T6 
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Tis your Ladyſhip's talent to oblige people wirt 
the beſt grace in the world, you almoſt prevented my 
impatience for the pleaſure of reading Mr. T7 hom:/51 
inn on Solitude, which is really fine. I fancy 85 
have read a pamphlet call'd the 7 ryal of the Witn/; 
of our Sawivur's Reſurreetion ; they Tay it was wrote "by 
my Lord Chancellor * ; whoever was the nnd ti 
worthy of a man of ſenſe and piety. 

Jam, "te. 


HYMN en SOLITUDE, 


AIL, ever-pleafing Solitude 
Companion of the wiſe, and good! 
But, from whoſe holy, piercing eye, 
The herd of fools, and villains fly. 


On ! how I love with thee to walk ! 
And liſten to thy whiſper'd talk; 
Which innocence, and truth imparts, 
Ard melts the moſt obdurate hearts. 


A THousaNnD ſhapes you wear with caſc, 

And ſtill in ev'ry ſhape you pleaſe ; 

Now wrapt in ſome myſerious dream, 

A lone Philoſopher you ſeem ; 

Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 

And now you ſweep the vaulted {ky, { 

And Nature triumphs in your eye: | 
Then 


— 


* It is now known that Mrs. Rowe was miſinform'd 
a5 to the author of this excellent performance; for which 
the public univerſally believes itſelf indebted, not to the 
late Lord King, but to an eminent and learned prelate. 
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Then ſtrait again you court the ſhade, 
And pining, hang the penſive head. 
A ſhepherd next, you haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten ſtrain, 

A lover now, with all the grace 

Of that ſweet paſſion in your face ! 
Then, ſoft-divided, you aſſume 


The gentle-looking HerTrorD's bloom, 


As, with her PuiLomELa, ſhe, 

(Her PhHilomELa fond of thee) 
Amid the long withdrawing vale, 
Awakes the rival'd nightingals. 

A thouſand ſhapes you wear with eaſe, 
And ſtill in every ſhape you pleaſe. 


'THINE is th' unbounded breath of morn, 


Juſt as the dew-bent roſe is born; 
And while meridian fervors beat, 
Thine is the woodland's dumb retreat; 
But chief, when ev'ning ſcenes decay, 
And the faint landſcip ſwims away, 

i hine 1» the doubtful dear deciine, 
And that beſt hour of muſing thine. 


DesctxnDinc angels bleſs thy train, 
The virtues of the ſage, and ſwam ; 
Plain innocence in white array'd, 

And contemplation rears the head ; 
Religion, with her awful brow, 
And rapt URANIA waits on you. 


On, let me pierce thy ſecret cell ! 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell ; | 
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For ever with thy raptures fir'd, 
For ever from the world retir'd ; 
Nor by a mortal ſeen, fave he 
A Lycinas, or Lycon be. 


LETS NR: 
To the ſame. 


Mavan, 
HERE are not many things capable of giving 
me a moment's uneaſineſs; but your Ladyſhip 
has ſtill an intire aſcendant over my thoughts, and can 
ra ſe my hopes and fears, juſt as you think fit. I could 
not have expected more from any enjoyment in human 
life, than I promis'd myſelf from your converſation ; 
and if the ſtars have any thing to do with the diſap- 
pointment, I have much more reaſon than you to com- 
plain of their malignant influence. However, the un- 
pleaſantneſs of the ſeaſon, and the hopes of ſeeing you 
in a more agreeable houſe in the ſpring, leſſen the at- 
fliction. Nothing but the natural lazineſs and inacti- 
vity of my temper, will keep me from removing, for 
tis at preſent my real intention. Why has deſtiny de. 
ſign'd you a Duchels, and given you accompliſhments 
to ſhine in a court? Had your lot confin'd you to ſome 
neighbouring plentiful farm, how happy had I been, 
every ſummer evening to have croſs'd two or three 
flowery fields to viſit you, and have found you fitting 
on ſome graſſy bank, making cowſlip-balls for your 
children, or gathering pionics in your garden, to dress 
up the ſpacio!s chimney in your hall! I will fay no 
more, becauſe the impoſhbility of ſuch a happineſs does 
really 
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really torment me. Adieu, ye gentle ſcenes of inno- 
cence and peace; I muſt quit the viſionary bliſs for 
greatneſs and titles, and addreſs myſelf to the Counteſs 
of who, I am afraid, will hardly pardon the 
range metamorphoſis I have been contriving. 


Fancies and notions we purſue, 
That ne er had being but in thought; 
And, like the Grecian artif?, woo 
The image we ourſelves have wrought, 


PRI OR. 


I canxorT but truly ſympathize with your Ladyſhip 
in your anxiety for Lord I hope he will 
elcape, by the protection of Heaven, this worſt of hu- 
man diſtempers “. 


I am, &c. 
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LET T ER LXVI. 
To the ſame. 


Mapan, 
Fino, by a tos guilty experience, that people in 
low life take an inſolent ſort of pleafure in levelling 
their ſuperiors 3 but J muſt own, that ſince I have de- 
veſted you of your titles and cquipage, you are grown 
more intimate and familiar to my imagination, and my 
affection for you is heighten'd by converſing upon an 


equality 


*The Small pox. 
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equality with you. I have viſited your cleanly farm 
without any ceremony, and wander'd in the green pa. 
ſures ſtock'd with lowing herds and bleating flocks, 
Only your domeſtics are not quite ſo elegant as I could 
wiſh. Inſtead of ſuch nice romantic damſels as 4/meda, 
I meet harmleſs, unthinking, round fac'd laſſes; and for 
powder'd beaux in ſhining; lis eries, mimicking oper: 
airs and ſongs, I meet Cola and Lubberkin, with ruffer. 
coats and ſun burnt faces, whiſtling ſome aukward tune, 
or roaring out a country ballad with voices as harſh 2 
their fellow animals which bellow on the mountains, 
However, to make you amends for this, every thing 
elſe is as elegant as the abode of ſome ſylvan goddeſs; 
joy and feſtivity ſurround you, and nature pours out 
all her bleſſings for you. But to leave theſe viſionary 
ſcenes, I can't but in reality admire the agreeable in- 
nocence and regularity of your wiſhes : The height of 
your Ration has not perverted your taſte for that guilt- 
leſs kappineſs, which nature in her perfection ſeems 
form'd to enjoy. 


I caxnnoT be unconcern'd for Lord „While 
the ſmall-pox is ſo near you; all my hopes are plac'd 
in that heavenly guard, whom you have made your 
confidence, 


NIS. is now in town, where I hope your 
Ladyſhip will find her always entertaining and exſy. 
Envy is not my favourite vice; if it were, I ſhould be 
as ſoon jealous of your favour, as of any thing on earth; 
but inſtead of that, I am pleas'd to find merit recom- 
mend itſelf to your eſteem in every appearance: And 
J really think Mrs. 's good qualities will bear 
the ſtricteſt and moſt nice examination; and a long ac- 
quaintance with her, inſtead of diſcovering faults, re- 
veals new virtues. If I remove, it will be ſeven or 
eight miles nearer you, to convince you that I am. not 


going to conceal myſelf from you. I had a thouſand 
times 


MA 
Y 
muſt h 
Your t 
charmii 

court; 

think a 
Your La 
reflectio 


Vo 07, 


Ina 
but I m; 
life bro 


LETTERS. - x14 


times rather enjoy your converſation in my own pri 
vate retreat, than ſce you in ſuch a crowded {tation as 
your OWN. 


May the ſmiles of Heaven brighten your paſſage 
thro' the gloomy tracts of life, and direct you in the 
pnerring paths to immortal joy. 


LETTER LXVII. 
To the. fine. 


MavDan, 


OU have given me a very agreeable image of 
V the gardens at Kenſington; but your Ladyſhip 
muſt have a perfect command of your temper, to turn 
your thoughts to the planetary regions, amidſt thoſe 
charming retreats, and all the ſoft amuſements of a 
court; where to my great ſatisfaction, I find you can 


think as ſeriouſly, as if you were in a deſart. I wiſh 


your Ladyſhip would tranſcribe ſome of your midnight 
reflections; when 


A thouſand lamps of golden light 
Hung high in vaulted azure charm the ſig bt. 


Dr. WaTTs. 


I nave guilt enough, Heaven knows, to humble me, 
but I may ſafely aſſert that 1 have hardly ever in my 
life broke a promiſe deliberately ; and I beg your La- 
cy[hip would now prevent my guilt, for if you do not 
kit on the engagement, I am ſtill free and innocent. 
If 
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If I was twenty years younger, and could ſhare in tle 
amuſements of ſociety with a good grace, I would at. 
tend you *till you were inclin'd in charity to yourſelf to 
diſmiſs me; but you would not adviſe me to ranible 
till I was blind enough to knock my head againſt every 
thing that ſtood in niy way, nor *till I was ſo deaf as 
not to hear without a ſpeaking-trumpet. Your Lady. 
ſhip, I am ſure, has too ſincere a value for the decency 
of my character, to adviſe me to intrude on the world 


"tall I carry 
In my face 
Memento mori to cach public place; 
While rival undertakers biduer round, 
And with his ſpade the ſexton marks the ground, 
Dr. Younc. 


T amt a hundred yea. older than when I ſaw you 
lalt. 


Net num'rous are our joys, when life is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the few ; 
But when ⁊ue conguer life's meridian ſtage, 
And dowixward tend into the wale of age, 
They drop apace; by nature ſome decay, 
And ſome the blaſts of fortune feveep away z 
'Till naked quite of happineſs, aloud 
Vi call for death, and ſhelter in a ſhroud. 
Dr. YouxG, 


Tam Se. 


LETTER 


pens t 
journe 
diſmal 
I told 
you m 
be for 


For 


a long, 
ebe 


ER 


7115 
LETTER LXVIII. 
To the ſame, 


MabAu, 

T would be a great happineſs to be either inſenfi- 
| ble, or independent on human events; to be too 
ſtupid, or too wile, to be concern'd at the bright, or 
gloomy accidents of life. Tf I had hut fagacity enough 
to be ſatisfy'd, that whether you are ſick or in health, 
the ſlars will keep on their round, nature obſerve its 
harmony, and the ſun bring back the day, it might re- 
ſtore the compoſure of my thoughts ; but in the height 
of my concern, I have not wit enough to reaſon ſo well 
as this, Sometimes I endeavour to perſuade myſelf that 
you are in heaven ; but in my fits of infidelity, that does 
not give me the leaſt conſolation, and I am ſo wicked 
as to wiſh you groveling on the earth among wretched 


| mortals again. At preſent I know not where to find, 
nor where to place your Ladyſhip, to my full fatisfac- 


tion, and perhaps leis to your own: For I am not ſure 
you will thank me for ſending you to the ſkies ſo early, 
and before you find any reaſon to be weary of this 
world. 


Tux Ducheſs of 's dying at , Teem'd 
to be a melancholy circumſtance, which ſeldom hap- 
pens to people in a low rank; to be in the hurry of a 
journey, amidſt the agonies of death, had ſomething 
diſmal in it. I have not time to tranſcribe the ſermon 
| told Mrs. I would ſend your Ladyſhip, and 
you may not be quite ſo impatient for it, as you would 
be for a new tragedy. 


Fox fear you ſhould not have ſpirits enough to read 
a long, and which is worſe, a dull letter, I will ſub- 
ſeribe 
Your, &c. 
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LEE TIN . 
To the ſame. 


Mapa, 

OUR I adyſhip's letter has freed me from the 
V molt racking ſuſpence, and given an alaerity to 
my mind, like eaſe after pain; and how agreeable an 
alteration that is, you are very ſenſible, by your reco- 
very from your late tormenting diforder. But while 
my Lord continues ill, I find you will not enjoy the 
bleſſing of your own eafe; nor is it poſhble to blame 
a concern fo juſt and graceful: And yet the height of 
human pity cannot give a moment's relief in pain, that 
moſt intolerable of mortal evils. But tho' the power 
of an empire could not exempt the greateit of mankind 
from this one calamity, I may with a very good grace 
wiſh your Ladyſhip many happy new years, as you are 
the delight and admiration of the public. If I thank 
you for your good wiſhes of this ſort, 'tis in mere ce- 
remony ; for I ſhould intreat you to reverſe your pray- 
ers, if I were prepar'd for that important moment, that 
muſt decide the grand uncertainty, whether I ſhall be 
miſerable cr happy for ever. Could that doubt be fully 
reſolv'd on this fide the fatal darkneſs and gloomy pal- 
ſage of death; were all the profpect bright and un- 
clouded thro' the horrid vale ; 


I then ſhould cleſe my Weary eyes in peace, 
And flrctch compos'd upon my duſty bed. 
O Death thy ſilent and refreſhing Jade 
Wauld yield a long, an unmoleſted reſt 
From all the fruitleſs toils and vanity 
That dwell bel;wv the fun. 

I am, &c. 
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c 
To the ſame. 


MADAY, 

H new diſtemper is at preſent very fatal in this 
1 ton, and my own ſervant is ill in it; which 
has put me into a more ſerious temper than uſual, 1 
would fain meet death, whenever it comes, without any 
hurry and ſurprize. The greateſt pleaſure I take, while 
I am jn this temper, is writing a ſolemn farewel to my 
friends. have been looking over one letter, I kept 
by me, to your Ladyſhip, and am now going to burn 
it, and write another, as I expect that 1 ſhall quit the 
teil of life long before you. 


And may ſeme gentle ſpirit have command, 

To woft my foul to the celiſtial land; 

Where I fair Delia's coming will attend, 
Till freed from earth jhe thither ſhall aſcend. 


Jam not at all in the ſpleen, but it is not reaſonable 
tor me to expect an exemption from a general diſor- 
der. As to this world, I have as much to do as will 
employ me two or three hours, and then I am even with 
all mankind, in point of human juſtice. I have no 
reſtitution to make, nor the leaſt known injury to re- 
pair; ard J verily believe there is not an ill-gotten 
penny deſcended to me from my humble but pious an- 
ceſtors. I lay a much greater ſtreſs on this part of re- 
lgion, that regards mar ind, than I do on any height 
of devotion, as ucceitary as 1 think it to reconcile the 
mind to death. 


You will pardon me, Madam, the familiaritv T have 
asd, in running into a ſabject fo particularly my own 
concern; it was not in the leaſt my deſign, t there 
5 a pleaſure in talking freely to one in whom in- 
trely confide. | 

Jan, &c. 
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LFI EXXI. 
To the ſame. 


Manam, 

R. Rolls Miltæen is a charming amuſement for 
M the quiet and ſolitary hours I enjoy. My Lord 
has highly oblig'd me, by giving me an enter- 
tainment ſo perfectly agreeable. I would not decide 
with the vanity of a critic; but to me there appear 
all Mi/tn's beauty and ſpirit, with the moſt exact tranſ- 

lation in the world. 


Your Ladyſhip's laſt letter charm'd me ſo much, that 
J got every word of it in my memory. I hope the 
powers of darkneſs will never be able, with all their 
policy, to draw you to their party, for then their al- 
lurements will be reſiſtleſs. I would rather think your 
arguments oppoſite to their intereſt, and that you would 
perſuade me from an inſignificant life, that has nothing 
in view but a private ſelfiſh happineſs. Mr. 7 hom/91 has 
furniſh'd me with ſome of the moſt agreeable lines 1n the 
world to expreſs my thoughts, 


J want to be alone, to find ſome ſhade, 
Some ſolitary gloom ; there to ſhate off 
This eveight of life, this tumult of mankind ; 
And there to liſten to the gentle woices 


Tbe /igh of peace. 


"Tis a noble * tragedy; I can't help preferring it to 
Mr. Adai/on's Cato. The language and ſentiments have 
all a peculiar grandeur. The following lines give me 
a very good opinton of the author, | 
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Ye myſterious pow'rs, 
Il hoſe ways are ever gracious, ever juſt, 
As ye think auiſeſt, beſt, diſpoſe of me. 
But auhether thro) your gloomy depths I wander, 
Or on your mountains walk, give me the calm, 
The fteady, ſmiling ſoul, where wiſdom feeds 
Eternal wiſdom, and eternal joy. 


In reading this, a ſort of divine contentment ſpreads on 
the mind; I ſeem to want nothing, but to be wiſer and 
better; of which you will think there is evident ne- 
celiity. 


I am beyond expreſſion oblig'd to your Ladyſhip for 
the offer of the pretty peaceful apartment, ſo ſuited to 
my taſte; and your neighbourhood 1s what I ſhould 
prefer to all earthly enjoyments: But ſtill — I wart 72 
be alone, — tho' not for ſuch meditations as M2//izi//a's. 
The limits of life are very ſhort, and I ſeem to have 
nothing to do but to take a decent farewel of human 
things. As for the common pretence people have for 
haunting public places as long as they can ſtand, that 
of doing good ; I can't in my conſcience make any 


| ſuch pretence, nor can I be poſitive "tis ever my deſign. 


I ſhould think it a very romantic attempt, to reform the 
world. *'T's hardly poſſible in the decline of lite to act 
an applauded and exemplary part: Virtue then, tho? 
ever {0 real and unaffected, looks like neceſſity, Tather 
than choice: People ſcem reduc'd to goodneſs, and to 
fiy to religion as a retreat, 


{ wanT to be interrupted, like Sancho, I can't rea- 
ſon long without ſome convenient pauſe and intermiſ- 


hon ; which will be at preſent as ſcaſonable for your 
Ladyſuip, as for 


Your, &c. 
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LETTER 
To the ſame. 


Mau, 
OU have reaſon to be thankful for this little in. U 
terval of quiet and leiſure, which I have ſußger' 

you to enjoy amidſt your country amuſements ; but as 


Sooner or later all things have on end, 


the period of my filence, and your Ladyſhip's tranqui. — 
lity is expir'd; and if ] ſhou!d not moleſt you, the ey 
preparations ſor a birth night will foon require your at. ¶ ul es 
tention to the pomps and vanities of the world; unleß id 
you can bring yourſelf to be as compos'd and devon 5 6 
amidſt the magnificence and gallantry of a drawing. hope 
room, as Dr. Jatts, in his height of charity, 1magiac, 
However, he has done your Ladyſhip but juſtice, in oF 
admiring your conduct, while you can move and flune WW 
On this inchanted ſpot of treacn reus ground, luſpic; 
Ner give your virtue, nor your fame à wound. = 5 
c 


Bur I have a concern of a different nature that lie W is con 
at my heart for you. This inlighten'd age is bleſt with WW things, 
ſo many Beau apoſtles and polite miflionaries, that I am of the 
in ſome pain for fear you ſhould be converted to Hez 
theniſm. Tis ſo modiſh a thing to turn Pagan, tha I a, 
we have need of all the fortitude Chriſtianity can in- II knoy 
ſpire, to own a ſinking, tho' in reality, a glorious cauſe. Wread a 
May the heavenly powers preſerve you from this grand aſte, + 
apoſtaſy! I have a concern ſo ſincere and ardent for ¶ artfu 
your immortal intereſt, that I cannot command my tear, more a 
while 1 think it poſſible you ſhould be perverted from 
the paths of ſacred truth. I muſt make a viſit t» 
your farm to divert the gloom of my imagination; and 
never were the ſcenes of innocence and peace more 
charmingly deſcrib'd than in your letter. 


Mz « 
Lord — 
ons ! F 


Jan, &c. 
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L 
To the ſame. 


= Mana, 
| OUR laſt letter, tho* too ſhort, gave me an un- 
V ſpeakable ſatisfaction, at a time when very few 
things in the world could have given me the leaſt plea- 
{ire : For I have had ſome ſhort fits of this univerſal 
diſtemper; and want of health, without a chain of 
reaſoning, is a clear demonſtration of the vanity of mor- 
tal enjoyments. 'The only circumfiance in your Lady- 
| ſhip's letter that gave me ſome uncaſineſs, was your ill- 
neſs; but as you ſeem'd to think it a light diſorder, I 
hope you are by this time in perfect health. 


nſW 1 an overjoy'd to find I had no reaſon to ſuſpect 


ne vou of infidelity. You would forgive my impertinent 
ſuſpicions, if I could make you ſenſible, how ſincere 
my concern for your happineſs is: Indeed it is not equal 
to the importance of the event, in which immortality 
t lies MW is concern'd ; nor is it poſſible, in this gloomy ſtate of 
with WW things, to have apprehenſions ſuitable to the grandeur 
| am Wof the ſubzect. 
Hea- 
tha I am reading s hiſtory with great ſatisfaction. 
1 in- II know your Ladyſhip will pity my ſtupidity, that can 
cauſe. Nread a hiſtory in folio. I had once the ſame ſprightly 
grand Waſte, to deſpiſe every thing that had the air of plain 
at forlunartful truth and probability; but now it is much 


tears, ſſuore agreeable to me than the gayeſt fiction. 

from 

if 0M Mrs. is charm'd with Lady and 
; andLord ; yet how uncertain are human expecta- 


moreſpons! Her telling of the death of Lady 
oy gave me ſome uneaſy thoughts, 


's little 
&c. 
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"Trs well for you that I am not quite eaiv; if! * 
was, you might not be ſo ſoon free from tlie impc; m 
tinence 


Tour, &c. 
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LEES KR . 
- To the ſame. _ 


MADA M, Gired 
CannorT excuſe, tho” I ſtill find a great propenſity atten 
I to indulge myſelf in what you call a criminal tran- I ang | 


quilit; but I am ſo fond of your good opinion, that I in th 


ſhould be content to have my vices paſs for virtus W oy v 
with you, and would fain have you believe this averſion ſince 
to ceremony and dependance, rather proceeds from great. ¶ city, 
neſs of mind, than from pride: Nor am ] leſs inclin'd to IF years 
impoſe on you than on myſelf; for whom I ſeldom wait my ne 
partiality, and never fail in the exerciſe of the moſt ex- ¶ humar 
tenſive charity. And yet | have too much ſincerity to W jn'q. 
perſuade you, that tis rather my duty than my happ!- che ſce 
neſs that I conſult by this retreat from the public; and 
if I ſhould confeſs, that an abſolute freedom from all the 
formalities and cuſtoms of the world is a part of my 
felicity, you would think I have a very odd notion of 
happineſs, and will certainly adviſe me to regulate ſuch 
a licentious and irregular diſpoſition ; and not to fancy, 
that to wake or ſleep, to fit or ſtand, to laugh or cry, 
at my own leiſure, is a point of liberty worth ſtrug- 


gling for. 


I xxow not what orderly and governable inclinations 
ſome people have acquir'd ; but to me it ſeems a val 
privilege, to be rultic or polite, wiſe or impertinent, 

3 Without 
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without being cenſur'd, or accountable to my fellow- 
mortals. But this may perhaps be ſoothing myſelf in a 
vilty indolence ; for people are not ſent into the world 
as idle ſpectators, to wake and ſleep, and ſtare at the 
vain ſhew for a few years, and then to wake their exit. 


You find, Madam, I have not the vanity to pretend 
to a devout retirement, nor affect any recluſe notions 
of religion; my thoughts of that are jult the reverſe, 

| and all eaſy and ſociable. 


I nave form'd many a. viſionary plan of coming 
| ncarer to „and appearing, and retiring, juſt as 
your Ladyſhip's commands, or my own caprice ſhould 
direct; but ſomething or other has ſtill fruſtrated my 
ty attempts, While I have been moſt fincere in my deſigns, 
n- 2nd entertain'd myſelf with a thouſand agreeable ſcenes, 
| WW in the view of ſuch an happineſs. By my deliberation, 
ue: W you will think I fancy myſelf juſt coming into the world; 
on WW ſince I can find leiſure to form ſchemes of diſtant feli- 
at- city, and purſue them as ſlowly, as if I had an hundred 
| to I years leaſe of life before me. Tis juſt the contrary ; 
ant W my negligence ariſes from the narrow limits in which 
ex- human lite appears to my view; which ſeems ſo con- 
y to I fn'd, that 'tis hardly worth while for mortals to change 
ph, the ſcene and vary the action. 


| the Sæuiſt as the fun revolves the day, 
my We haſten to the dead. | 
n of Dr. Warrs. 


ful T rave been reading the life of the Counteſs of IN ar- 
wick with great pleaſure, and the more becauſe ſome 
beautiful parts of her character reſembled yours, May 
Ide laſt part of your life (however diſtant) be as glo- 
tous! Zho' it is not very modiſh to pray, perhaps it 
ay not be altogether unneceſſary; and in aſking bleſſ- 
1 gs for you, my devotions are moſt unaffected and ſin- 
re 


tment, am, &c. 
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LETT ER: LAXY; 
To the ſai. 


MA DAA, 

HIS wintry weather has ſpoil'd all my projects, 
and confin'd all my views of happineſs to the 
folitary limits of a clean room and a clear fire. | find 
I muſt ſuſpend the hopes of ſeeing your Ladyſhip to 
ſome diſtant and unknown futurity ; which, whether 
ever it will arrive, is beyond the ken of mortals. It 
it ſhould not, tis but having a little patience, and we 
ſhall meet, I hope, where the height of virtuous friend: 
ſhip and every other joy will be complete: Till then 
I could quietly {it down in ſome verdant ſhade, and walt 
the ſummons to happier worlds: Heaven blefs you ! i 
never ſee you in this again. But the pleaſure of con- 
verſing with you, is not a ſatisfaction J can reſign with 
half the coolneſs and moderation that you have repre- 
ſented. Your Ladyſhip has indeed ſpoke for me with 
much more wit and cloqucnce than I could ever com- 
mand ; but if I kad made a ſpeech for myſelf, it would 
have been very different, and much more agreeable to 

the real ſentiments of my heart. 


You are not more delighted with a country farm, 
than I am with an old parſonage houſe, in a little vil. 
lage, where I was lately a few hours; ſo ſituated to my 
content, that I ſeem'd to want nothing but your reflec- 
tions and ſociety, to form a complete happineſs, A 
large garden and orchard, half modern and half anti. 
quated, long codling-hedges, old-faſhion'd bowers, elm 
and apple-trees, green-ſquares and maple-buſhes, all in 
the moſt gay and agreeable confuſion imaginable : Theſe 
ſcenes infinitely charm'd me; and, with the unaffected 
piety and politeneſs of the family, gave me an exceed- 
ing favourable opinion of their principles, and a ſort o 
ſuſpicion of my own, —— If I had made the tour of 

* ; Fran 
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Fance, and ſeen the gardens of Yer/ailles, it would 
have been excuſable to have been ſo communicative of 
my ſatisfactions; but to trouble your Ladyſhip with the 
deſcription of old monaſteries and box-hedges, is ſome- 
hat impertinent I confeſs. 


Your Ladyſhip will, I hope, be half aſleep, when 
you read my letter, for, at the ſecond reading, I per- 
ceive ſome inconfifiencice in it; but writing nonſenſe is 
not a very humbling circumſtance to me, becauſe it is 
the effect of neceſſity rather than choice: All I can do 
in this caſe is to caſt myſelf on the charity of my 
gentle and candid reader, Which has been my conſtant 
refuge in many diſtreſſes of this nature, 


I nave been entertain'd with ſome very beautiful 
remarks on the expreſſion us'd in the ſacred writings, of 
the Patriarchs dying and being gathered to their people. 
It has reconcil'd me to aſſemblies, by giving me ſuch a 
grand idea of that auguſt and ſparkling aſſembly, to 
which the ſpirits of the juſt have been gather'd ſince 
the firſt ages of the world. As little as I love crowds, 
I am exceedingly pleas'd with the thoughts of that num- 
berleſs concourſe of the great immortals, join'd toge- 
ther to paſs an endleſs duration, in an immenſe variet ty 
of joy and complete felicity. 


While they reve 
Forever thro) ew regions of delight 3 
Where pleaſure leads her everlaſting train, 
Beauty and youth, in all the roſy bloom 
Of charms immortal, and unfading life. 


THE muſe deſcends, and in dull proſe 


1 am, &e. 
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among the angels; the moment 1 am fit for that ſociety, 


LET T EX LXXYT: 
To the fame. 


Mapbau, 


T gives me a ſincere pleaſure to hear that yr. 
[ Ladyſhip got ſafe to „and found Lad, 
well, and Lord recovering. I ftoy'd 
till the middle of the next week, after you left the Bah, 
in which time I ſpent a few hours agrecably with my 
Lady —— ; who brings back to my remembrance 
one of the moſt amiable characters I ever knew, ard 
which gratitude will never ſuffer me to forget. 


I sHouLD be miſerable if my mind was always in 
that impertinent ſituation, that I find it, amidſt the noiſe 
and amuſements of this world; a train of incorſiſtent 
images, a ſucceſſion of chimera's run thro' my imagi- 
nation, without the leaſt propriety or order. I could 
compare my head to nothing but the caſe of a Raree- 
fab; and if the figures had been viſible, I might have 
entertain'd the mob with the ridiculous pageantry. How 
ſuperior to thoſe vanities are the ſatisfactions of reaſon 


and virtue ! If religion is a cheat, let me be till de- 


ceiv'd ; let me indulge the gay deluſion, and recreate 
my ſoul with the tranſporting expectation, Stand forth, 
ye glorious phantoms, and entertain my attention in all 
your viſionary ſplendors! Let me be well deceiv'd, and 
at leaſt, be happy till deaih ſhall put a period to the 
p leaſing dream. Were the Chriſtian heaven as fabulous 
as the poets E/;fum, I would meet the height of hau. 
man cenſure and contempt, rather than be undeceiv's 
and cur'd of the charming delirium. But the preten: 

leaſures of virtue are to me a full demonſtration how 
brieks its future reward muſt be. 


Y&vus Ladyſhip-has highly oblig'd me, by wiſhing me 


| 
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r 
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ſet me reſign my breath, and join the illuſtrious aſſem- 
bly. But if the prayers of departed ſaints can prevail, 
you ſhall not ſtay long behind me: Conſider, there are 
filver trumpets as well as golden harps to entertain 
you. 

1 am, &C. 


LEFT TEN LAXVHS. 
To the ſame. 


Maran, 


OU will think me very blind to my own follies, 

if I tell your Ladyſhip, that I have an averſion 

to be impertinent and troubleſome, and that I never am 
ſo without great caution and diff dence of myſelf; but 
'tis an experienc'd truth, and I feel a ſecret anxiety, leaſt 
this letter ſhould moleſt you in ſome moments of tran- 
quility, when you would fain be at reſt from any inter- 
ruption. And this is the third vexation I have given 
you, ſince I heard from you; but Mrs. 's account 


of your illneſs has given me many uneaſy thoughts. 


No advantages can ſecure from diſeaſe and death ; 
the laſt account I heard of Lady Scudamore was very 
melancholy ; but ſhe muſt be happy, be the event what 
it will. 1 am in great pain for Lord ſince I 
heard the ſmall pox is 1o very mortal, and I wiſh this 
letter may find you in the country. 


In my dull way, I have been diverting myſelf with 
copying one of the prints of Albanus; but *tis no matter 
what I have been doing, nor do I ſuppoſe you are much 
concert d to know. However, I long to hear what you 

G 4 have 


: 


.. — + © — 
— — - = 


KS, 2 — 
——— —. —-— —— 


9 


— — 5 Fee 3 — — = , 4 


—— — —ä—ä—b 


128 De 


have been doing or thinking; for I begin to fear 5c 
hive only an im:ginary being, and are but ſome ſpaik- 
ling idea, which in the flight of a poetical fancy I have 


been delighted with, 


I 4av writ {o far in my letter, when your Ladyſhiv': 
ame with the ſad tidings of Lady Scadumere's death 
All that allays the gloomy event, is the certainty of her 
happineſs. But to the public there is no reparatich 
for ſuch a loſs (when you are excepted.) But 'tis n 
long before her virtuous friends will again erzoy her 10. 
city 3 while her favour'd lot has call'd her f:rſ to te 


{rats of peace and full felicity. 


TI sHovLD be extremely griev'd, if I thought yo! 
] adyſhip's retirement from public places was the effect 
of want of health or ſpirits: Tis a pleaſure to me 0 
believe, that it is only owing to good ſenſe, and a jc 
opinion of human life. | 
Jam, &Cc. 


LETTER ELXAXAVIL 


\ 


© a the ſame. 
Maran, | 

3 IS a pleaſure to me, to hear your Lady fp 

complain of a hurry, and to find you are net 
fatisfy'd with that thoughtleſs unmeaning ſort of happi. 
neſs. Leiſure and freedom are certainly the principal 
ingredients of human felicity ; and while you want thele, 
I ſhould certainly beſtow my compaſſion on you, if? 
would not look like infolence, within the obſcure limit: 
of a ſolitary chamber, to pity the Countels of 
But your Ladyflip will excuſe me, when I own, it 
on 
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ily with regard to the next world, that I ſee any diſ- 


l advantage in your ſtation; and yet every difficulty gives 
1 !endor to your example, and makes the victory more 
. e!9rious. 


Fur verſes following wer2 writ by a man of good 
ſenſe, who ſince he wrote them, is gone to make the im- 
portant diſcovery in the inviſible world. 


er 

Cl Hark ! my gay friend, that ſolemn toll 

* Speaks the departure of a ſoul ; 

” "Tis gene t all aue know ; but where, 

" Or how th* unbady'd foul does fare, 

90 In that myſterious world, God knows, 

ol And God alone, to whom it goes 

'0 To whom departed fouls return, 

1 To know their doom, to Hine, or burn. 5 
Ah ! by what glimm'ring light we wiew | 
The unknown world we're going to? 

J Heaw'n has lock'd out the future age, 

22 And planted darkneſs round the ſlage. 


This hour, perhaps, our friend is well, 
Death- ſtruck the next, cries out, Farewel, 
T die ! And then, for ought we /ee, 

Caſes at once to breathe and be. 


ly ſup Then launch'd from life's ambiguous ſhore, 


* Ingulph'd in death appears no more; 

iappi⸗ ER ; | 
ncipd | en ge where unſeen ghoſts repair, F 
theſe, In diftant worlds, we know not where, | 

| if 

"Limit Spirits fly ſavift ; prrhaps "tis gone | 
— A thouſand leagues beyond the fun, 

1, M 1 © 5 Or 


On. 
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Or tevice ten thou/and more tavice told; 


E'er the forſaken clay is cold. | 4 


And yet who knows, the friends we law d, 
They may not be ſo far remav'd) 

Only the weil of feſh between, 

May oft glide by us, tho unſeen ? 


While we (their lofs lamenting ) ſay, 
They're out of hearing, far away ; _ 
Guardians to us, perhaps, they're near, 
Conceal'd in wehicles of air. 


I am, &:. 


. 2 6 
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LEFT ER LU. 
To the ſame. 


Mana, 
OU have juſt reafon to think my ſilence a greate 
bleſſing than my letters. I am afraid this is real: 
the caſe, and that your Ladyſhip rejoices at this inten- 


of tranquility I have given you. However, as I hai: * 
in ſo abſtract and diſintereſted a manner conſulted vor: 8 
quiet, after this long pauſe, I hope you will mculg II 
me in purſumg my own happineſs ; which, howere yo 
{eliſh the motive, I muſt own is my preſent deſig peculia 
J am impatient to know whether you are in 2 b. 
mour for this world, or the next. Tis not envy, th: Ir I 
makes me wiſh this may not be your reſting place, b. oy anſy 
pure chriſtian charity. If you were exempt from tho it. 
clouds that ſometimes caſt a ſhadow upon all hum ning 
rs 


bliſs, luch a ſerene date might be fatal to your futur rs 
$86, * 
hope. | | ma 
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Nor nix but mere dullneſs and want of invention 
has kept me from writing another epiſtle to Lady , 
There is no conquering inſuperable difficulties, nor ſtri- 
ring againſt nature and neceſſity. 


LrT me beg the favour of your Ladyſhip to write 
in a little time. My practice is no rule for you; if I 
dire myſelf a full diſpenſation from the rules and forms 
ot this world, 'tis becauſe I think 1 am going to an- 

other ſett of beings, and muſt ſhortly practice cuſtoms 

and manners different from the ceremonies of mor- 
tals: But youth and ſprightly years are ſtill before you, 
and the world will not yet give you an abſolution from 
us rules and precepts. However, you may command 
Mrs. to let me know you are alive, if ſhe has 
not made a vow never to write to me again, The 
hearing from you will be a ſincere pleaſure to 


Teur, &C. 
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LETTER LXXX. 
To the ſame. 


Manam, 


Horz, cho' your health has ſome little interraptions, 
your life will long be a joy to your friends, and a 
pxculiar bleſſing to your own Family: 


Ir I ſhould be ſo unhappy, as not to return juſt ſich 
m anſwer as you would have me, 'tis becauſe I can't 
Human actions are not always voluntary; how- 


ever we boaſt of choice and freedom, ſome inviſible 
powers put obſtacles in our way, and prevent the moſt 
I find it by experience, and am now 

under 


rromiing deſigns, 
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un ler the influence of a ſort of fatal neceſſity, which 

makes it abſolutely impoſſible for me to wait on your 

Ladyſhip at this time: But I ſincerely believe I ſhall be 

in London, ſome time after Crimes; and then, if you 
have any leiſure moments, or I any ſprightly ones, next 
to Heaven, they ſhall be at your command ; which will 
be much better than teizing you with my company from 
the riſing to the ſetting ſun, 


From morn to noon, from noon to d.wry night. 


If this appointment fails, tis my preſent real deſign to 
wait on you in the ſpring ; but, at this time, I hope you 
will excuſe me, becauſe it will be a prodigious inconve- 
niency, if not abſolutely impoſſible for me to come 
now. 


You have all the ſweetneſs of temper that ever ary 
human being could boaſt, and that gives me the aſſurance. 
even at this juncture, to beg of your Ladyſhip to ſend 
me ſomething or other that 1 have not ſeen. I can't te! 
whether you have ſeen theſe verſes, which were {ent 
me by the author, Mr. Birch; I fancy they will pleaſe 
you. 


You have a better opinion of me than I deſerve: | 
have not wrote any pious meditations of late. Ihe 
warmth of devotion, perhaps, as well as other paſſion: 
declines with life; but I hope the calm, the reaſonable 
and ſolid part of religion ſtill will be improv'd. What 
ever Changes there are in my mind, my friendſhip tv: 
you is an equal and immortal flame, and will outlive the 
ceremony of ſubſcribing myſelf 
Your, &c. 


F 


LETTER S. 1. 
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SF 


On the DEATH of a beloved Wife, 


Written by her husband on her colin. 


V HIL E pining anguiſh, wild deſpair, 
\ Increaſe my pangs, prolong my care: 
Depriv'd of all my ſoul held dear, 


Inchanting joy and love ſincere ; 

While round the gloomy ſcene's diſplay'd, 
And death till deepens ev'ry ſhade ; 

Sad, ſilent, dark, the pomp of woe! 
Shall ſorrow's eye forbear to flow ? 

Flow ſtill, ye tears] ye ſighs, complain! 
hut ſighs and tears alike are vain ! 


SEE there all pale and dead ſhe lies ! 
Forever flow, my ſtreaming eyes! 
Fly, Hymen, with extinguiſh'd fires ! 
Fly, nuptial bliſs, and chaſte defires ! 
Cleora's fled, the lovelieſt mind; 
Faith, ſweetneſs, wit, together join'd. 
Dwelt faith, and wit, and ſweetneſs here? 
O view the change, and drop a tear 
Once in theſe eyes each grace was ſeen, 
And love and mildneſs ſhone ſerene: 
Once ſoft perſuaſion tun'd her tongue, 
As truth ſincere, and ſweet as ſong : 
Once this cold hand could touch the lyre, 
And ev'ry tender thought inſpire : 
Now finking to its parent clay, 


All chang'd, the body ſeems to ſay, 
Thus life, a ſhadow, fleets away 
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O wH1isPErx (ill, thou voice divine! 
Thine be the lore, attention mine. 
And while this awful object lies 
Expos'd before my weeping eyes, 
Teach me, ſome genius trom on high, 
Like her to live, like her to die; 
To emulate the paths ſhe trod, 
All humane, gen'rous, great and good! 
Like her the rage of death to charm, 
And ev'ry ſting of pain diſarm : 


Riſe as ſhe roſe, a ſpotleſs ſoul, 
Who aim'd at joys beyond the pole 3 | 
And raptur'd on the verge of day, - 


Smil'd to behold the ſhining way. 


Bur, hark! the ſadly-ſolemn bell 


Sullenly ſounds my laſt farewel. 1 
Lo! round the corſe the plaintive throng. - 
Slow-moving, ſilent ſtalk along. u 
The torch that lends its mournful light, w 
The myſtic pray'r, the fun'ral rite, | 17 
The weeping friend, th' expecting ground, rg 


The ſilent horror all around, 
Have tempted Sorrow from her cave, 


And now ſhe hovers o'er the grave ; 
Now finks our hearts, impearls our eyes, 
And bids a gen'ral groan ariſe ; 

Exclaims that man was doom'd to mourn, 
h And ſits in powp to guard the urn. 


| T'is done O ever dear, adieu! 
Each teudler name is Joſt in you. 


die U, 
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Adieu, thou once kind, lovely fair! 
Soſt ſpring of joy, relief from care! 

O ret! may Love, with ev'ry Grace, 
And ev'ry Virtue, guard the place 
While me receives the lonely bed, 

Zad, proſtrate, filent as the dead! 
Reſtleſs I preſs the well-known place, 
And vainly ſeek the dear embrace; 
While ſlow and drear the minutes roll, 
And anguiſh racks my inmolt ſoul. 

But ſee! what heav'nly pow'r ſerene 
Darts gently thro* the gloomy ſcene ? 
"Tis ſhe! ingliding from above; 

The ſame her form, the ſame her love. 


Werre'sT thou, my deareſt ? weep no more! 
Tho) tranſient ſcenes of life are oer: 
New worlds now open to my view 
Blifs, knowledge, virtue, boundleſs, true; 
Where ſouls with ſocial raptures glow, 
While fin and vengeance reign below. 
Hence nightly I, thy guardian pow'r, 
Forever concious of the hour 
That join'd our hearts, deſcend to keep 
My deareft charge ; to watch thy ſleep, 
Hint ſofter dreams ; to chaſe away 
Black error's miſt, and bright diſplay 
The form of virtue to thy ſight : 
Dart o'er thy ſoul a ſtronger light; 
In reaſon's voice to whiſper ſtill; 


To purer bliſs dixeR thy will; 
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A beamy cloud around you throw, 

And viewleſs guide you as you go. 

Lo! (few ſhort moments roll'd between, 
I preſent change the darkſome ſcene ; 
Diſpel the awful ſhades of death, 

And gently eaſe your parting breath ; 
Glad hail to you the realms above, 
Dear, bleſt, immortal as our love! 
Thus while we leave thy lifeleſs clay, 
To ſome bright orb thy ſoul convey, 
Where virtue, truth, and pleaſure join, 
And raptur'd ſay This ſeat be thine ! 
Here knowledge great as ſouls can know, 
Shall purge the errors learn'd below ; 
Enlarge thy pow'rs, improve thy ſight, 
And ſhew thee truth in native light. 

See there yon happy ſhades employ 
Their hours in blifs and ſocial joy; 
High-rais'd on virtue's eagle wing, 

The patriots act, the poets ſing 

With purer fires the lovers glow, 

Than youth or ſenſe inſpire below. 
Here join we then the kindred race, 
That ſprings to mect_our ſoft embrace; 
Or in ſome ſweet ſequeſter'd grove 


Mix flame with flame, and love with love, 


Hence wing'd with thought excurſive fly, 
From orb to orb, and range the ſky, 
View wiſdom, pow'r, and goodneſs ſhine 
Thro' nature's frame; their ſource divine, 
O call theſe ſcenes to thy relief, 
Bright future ſcenes ! and calm thy grief 


2 
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T ive happy 3 nouriſh Kill the love, 
That bleſt on earth, and joins our ſouls above, 


Se ſpake, ſhe ſmil'd, ſhe foar'd away; 
While comfort glanc'd a healing ray. 


Aug. 3, 1729. 


LETTER  LAXARXI. 
To the ſame. 


Manan, 


£ 3 HIS is not my farewel-letter ; nor can you hope 

for that, *till I take my leave of the ſun and 
ſtars. My friendſhip will follow you till chen, nor ex- 
fire with that period; *tis commenc'd for immortality, 
and is abſtract from all human motives or intereſt. Nor 
really, Lady , am I ſo much to bleme as J 
appear; for I had not your laſt letter, till after mine was 
gone by the poſt, It was beſt that it happen'd ſo; for 
| was taken fo violently ill, two or three days after, 
in the new fort of diſtemper, that you would not have 
thought I had a week to live, and I am hardly now re- 
cover'd, You can't be angry, without doing violence 
to the benignity of your own temper. Conſider, if I 
have a boaſt, a joy on earth, *tis your good opinion. I 
hope I have not been guilty of a breach of promiſe, 
in not waiting on you, becauſe I am ſo careful never 
to promiſe any thing abſolutely. Let me beg you to 


| write, if "tis nothing but to inſult me with my ill de- 


erte, and your own ſuperior merit; which ſhall be moſt 
readily acknowledg'd by | 
Your, &c. 


LETT ER 
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LEFT FN LAXAXIL 
Fo the ſame. 


Mapa, Now. 26, 1731, 


7 I'S your eaſe rather than my own, that I hare 

conſulted in this long filence : But in ſpight c 
moral ſpeculations, I find a great part of my happine{: 
depends on your Ladyſhip's welfare and good opinior.; 
and when I don't hear from you, I grow anxious far 
you, or diffident of myſelf, 


Vovn deſcription of the Duke of Lorain is too bean 
ti*al to be read with mere inſenſibilit) However, 
only in ſome moments of vanity, that grandeur and equi. 
page charm me; for if I know myſelf, I ſhould certain 
chuſe that peaceful retir'd life, which Heaven in grez 
indulgence has determin'd for me. But I am not loſt u 
ſuch a dead calm, as to be indifferent to all the ſninitg 
characters in the Grand Monde; for it would extreme) 
oblige me, if your Ladyſhip would ſometimes mention 
your acquaintance with Lady and Lord 
of whoſe merit I ſhould certainly be ſenfible, if they had 
neither titles nor quality, and liv'd at the next country 


Arm. 


I s1NCERRLY intended to be at Hampſtend, this win. 
ter; but now the fatigue appears nearer, I find myſelt 
as likely to. make a pilgrimage to Loretto, as take 2 
journey to London. 


"T1s too late, or I would write to Mrs ; her 
laſt letter gives me real uncafineſs. I muſt have ben 
gully of ſome fantaſtical preciſeneſs, that ſhe miſunda- 

ands ; for my ſoul ſtands clear of malignity, or de- 
fign'd injury. But this is the world of errors and mi- 
fakes ; which will be all ſet at rights in the regions ot 
gurer illumination. | 
1 am, &C. 
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LETTER -LAXXAHI. 


To the ſame. 


ve MabAu, | = 
0 HET HER I ſpeak or am ſilent, my fenti- 
el: ments for you are full of good will and bemg- 
Tt; WF fity; of this Heaven is a conſtant witneſs, who ſees 


ny ſecret and moſt retir'd wiſhes for your happineſs, 
The friendſhip ſuch merit as yours inſpires, mult be ſu- 
rerior to common forms and ceremony, and govern'd. 
unly by its own noble dictates. I mult confeſs, that I 
ſometimes accuſe myſelf of a too negligent ſincerity ; 
but this your Ladyſhip may eaſily 5. 2 when you 
ren eonſider I have made you perſonate a rural nymph fo 
an; beg, that I have almoſt forgot you are the much hap- 
pier Counteſs of That advantage 1s indeed 
your Ladyſhip's, as well as Lord 's ; for whom 
nie; am ſincerely afflicted to hear he has had fo ſevere a 
ht of the gout : But if any thing could eaſe ſuch anguiſh, 
bed t muſt be the tender and unaffected humanity your 
i actions expreſs. But I muſt confeſs, when I am ſo ſel- 

fiſh, ſo intereſted, (as I ſometimes am) to trouble my- 

elf for nobody's happineſs but my own, I then wiſh 
win. your lot had been in the humble tranquility of a lower 
yell tation: Becauſe among the human race there is no per- 
ke 2 n whom I am half fo much inclin'd to treat with free- 
dom and intimacy ; nor who could entertain my thoughts 
with pleaſures more rational and ſublime, if fate had 


; het Wet plac'd you at ſuch a painful diſtance. [ ſup- 
been poſe, after this confeſſion, you will repine at your ſtars, 
_ for making you a Lady, inſtead of a gentle ſhepherdeſs, 
Ir de- 


and placing a coronet, rather than a flowery wreath on 


d mi. our head. 


ons 0! 


Your Ladyſhip has oblig'd me by naming Lady 
and Lord ; tho' you leave me only to 
can- 


&c. 
[ER 
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conjecture the little graces and elegancies, that muſ 2. 
tend their ſociety. It will be great clemency in you; 
I adyſhip to write very ſoon to 


Tour, &c. 


LETTER LAXXIV. 


To the ſame. * 

Mapau, Apr. 14, 1752. Nich 
OUR affliction touches my very ſoul. I find t 
eaſy to conceive the anguiſh you endure for Lord 
's and Lady —— —*s illneſs, at a time whe: 
your own diſorders require ſo great a ſhare of patience, 
But as Heaven has favour'd you with every circumſtance 
of human happineſs, perhaps, this allay may be necet- 
ſary to fix your thoughts on a ſuperior felicity, and giv: 
you a full evidence of the vanity of human things 
Your Ladyſhip's ſituation in life, eſpecially in an m. 
terval of unmoleſted proſperity, gives me as much a. 
xiety, as if I ſaw you ſtanding on ſome dangerous pre 
Cipice ; and (if I don't myſelf miſs the road to keen ſ{ Mar 


you on your ſafe arrival thither, thro' ſo many ſnare 
and inſinuating temptations. I ſhall certainly have ith a 
peculiar affection for the celeſtial guardian that attenutor t 
you, and is your inviſible protector in a thouſand un. Nabeſt 
ſeen dangers. ent ar 


Mas. 


is ſtill in great danger, tho' her phy. 


fician has, with very good ſucceſs, been, in the hand: 
Heaven, hitherto the means of preventing the return ct 
her diſtemper; but the dizzineſs and weight ſhe feels i 
ber head make her afraid to walk in the ſtreets, #0! 


fe 


» 
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fear of falling. Tho' ſhe has ſtill a great deal of na- 
aral vivacity, a ſudden death is a circumitance that 
« WW keeps her in a perpetual anxiety ; as ſhe apprehends 
kerielf the next moment reeling into her grave, and 

just ready to hear her eternal fate decided. This does 

10: however make her ſullen or gloomy, but fils her 

mind with great and important ideas; and 1 muſt own, 
J [ never found her converſation more agreeable. I 
now you will excuſe this long account of a perſon ſo 
inconſiderable in this world; but in the next, I believe 

he will find a ſplendid diſtinction. a 


I zETURN you a thouſand thanks for the unte 
Pliliſeher, which tho' I have not ſeen, I know I ſhall 
e; your approbation being the greateſt authority 

$32, nh 


Your, &c. 
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ES LETTER -LXXXV: 


h an. To the ſame. 

s pre. 5 | 

ve Mapau, April 22, 1732. 
atul2ts OU have given me a real and extenſive ſatisfac- 


tion, by the * book you ſent me. I read it 
ith a ſecret gratitude to the author, as being a bene- 
cor to mankind, in endeavouring to ſecure their 
gheſt intereſt : Nothing can be writ with more argu- 
ent and vivacity, nor more ſeaſonably, in this Junc- 
re of apoſtaſy from the Chriſlian religion. 


{nat 
jave 4 
attend 
nd un- 


er ply: 
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Tur following lines are, I fear, only a poetics 
Aight ; for I dare not aſk ryſelf whether I ſhould he 
really ſo diſintereſted, 


O be thy int'reſt ſafer, thy cauſe ſecure ! 
IWhatcuer clouds hang en my future hours, 
I paſs them all — thy ſacred wwill be dine 
Ian of no imjortance to myſelf ; 

I could refign my being, fink again 

To my firſt nothing, cculd thy glory riſe, 
When I am blotted from the rank of being. 


Ir is a ſenſible pleaſure to me, to hear that Lord 
and Lady — have got rid of the 

coughs ; but it is a fatisfattion of a higher nature, to 
find the Grand Monde has no charms for your Ladyſſip. 


nor you will find a retreat as Charm- 
ing as Mr, s deſcription has made /c4wworth-Park, 


ile books and qvalks divide the wacant time, 
Unconſcious all of folly or of crime; 

IWhile you each morn reſpire the balmy air, 
And breathe it out again in praiſe and pray'r. 


This is certainly going to heaven with a very good 
grace, and ſhewing what virtue is, in her native elegance 
and beauty ; 'tis making the paths of philoſophic lite 
more ſmooth and delightful than all the popular ways 
of vice and luxury, . 


Fox want of public amuſements, I muſt entertain 
your Ladyſhip with my own private ſatisfactions; and 
communicate the pleaſure I have had in reading the 
laſt ſcene of the life of Dr. Rivet, who was tutor to 
one of the princes of the houſe of Orange. No ſcene 


of carthly grandeur (as much as I admire W 5 
| ettit- 


Bl 


nous ſcene of ſylvan delights at 
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Lettle-drums) ever excited my envy, like the triumph 
and forticude, with which the pious man met the uni- 
verſal terror. Thus let me quit the ſhore, and launch 
out into immortal joy! It will be more ſeaſonable to 
ſay my prayers another time: But you will pardon this 
excurſion from 

Tour, &c. 
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LETTER ULXXXVI. 


20 the ſame. 


Manan, May 27. 1732. 


OUR Ladyſhip is the laſt perſon on earth to 
Y whom I would put myſelf in a ridiculous light ; 
and yet 'tis a misfortune to which I am often reduc'd, 
in ſpight of all my ſolicitude to avoid it. However I 
have ſome excuſe for my obſtinate attachment to obſcu- 
rity and folitude, from your own charming deſcription 
of it. You have furniſh'd my imagination with a glo- 

; but T am con- 
tent with the range of two or three flowery fields hedg'd 
round with hawthorn, that are near me; of which I 
peaceably take poſſeſſion, when I would indulge a ſerious 
thought, and place myſelf in a fituation ſuperior to 
earthly fears or hopes. In theſe ſerene moments your 
company would be as agreeable as the viſit of an angel. 


 Whatſoever ſtupidity y reproach me with, I am ne— 


ver ſo abſtract, as to think of you with indifference : In 
my moſt ambitious excurſions, when I am got beyond 
the period of all human things, I promiſe myſelt the 
moſt refin'd pleaſure, in a happy and unlimited duration; 


{hen you will be improv'd in every excellency, and I 


acapable of any folly that may leſſen your eſteem. You 
| I alr cady 
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already ſpeak the language of immortality in what You 


ſent me. May all thoſe bleſſings that inſpire your tou C: 
with ſuch exalted gratitude, be continu'd to you! c} 

| ju 

Ir you knew what joy every letter of yours gives me hu 
you would not call it moleſting me, tho' you did me thi 
the favour to ſend me a billet by every wiaged wanderer yo 
that makes its airy tour this way. In a poſt or tuo! el 


wall return you my thanks, at large, for the obligatica int 
of your laſt letters; for at preſent I have only juſt tin; al, 
for the ccremony of ſubſcribing. myſelf unc 


Tour, &c. for 


CET-T EK EXRAVIL 


To the ſame. 


ManraM, | Sept. 6. 1722. 

Was in hopes every poſt would bring me a letter, M 
[ but at laſt my gay expectations vaniſh'd into track. A 
leſs darkneis, and gave me inquictudes of another ra- 
ture; ſince you are not exempt from the ills of vn'gzr 
mortals, and 'tis poſſible for your head to ake, tho' d 
ftinguiſhed with a coronet : However, as it is not my 
bufineſs to preſcribe to you, or confine you to your 
chamber, when you are in perfect health; I Will diſmib 
that gloomy reaſon for your ſilence, and rather think 
voluntary. of pla 


I av ſatisfy'd you muſt approve of my delay, in rot 
coming at this juncture, when the ſmall-pox rages 0 
much here: If my fears are ever ſo whimfical, if there 


| is but a ſhadow in them, there is ſtill ſome merit u 
| g t 


accidei 


import; 
Vo 
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this caution, fince 'tis on Lord 's account. You 
cannot think me ſo ſtupid, ſo inſenſible to all that is 
charming and elegant in life, as not to have a taſte for 
ſuch converſation as yours. There is not among the 
human race a mind ſo form'd — a temper — a turn of 
thought and manner of expreſſion, that pleaſes me lil:e 
yours. I talk more to Mrs. than to any body 
elſe, becauſe ſhe admires, ard is capable of entering 
into the elegancies of your character. And yet, after 
all, there is a ſtrange ſort of fatality, that puts ſome 
unconquerable obſtacle or other in the way of my in- 
clination and happineſs: However, I can't but hope 
for one ſhort interval of that felicity, on this ſide the ſun, 
in ſome future happy period. 


7 ant, &c. 
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22, To the ſume. 
let Mana, Octob. 8. 1732. 
track ; 

[ Have been putting your letters and papers in order. 
er IJ . . 
Faulen When I die, I deſign to leave them in 8 
0 . bands, as a truſt ſacred to friendſhip and virtue: Thoſe 


ot nr Papers and my pictures being the only things I find 
vorn inclination to carry with me. You cannot imagine 
diſmib how the ſettling this, and ſome other little affairs in 
ins if der, ſooths and pleaſes my imagination. No perſon 
Iver took more ſatisfaction in preparing for a journey 
of pleaſure, than I do in ſetting things in a juſt deco- 

rum for that laſt and grand removal. But 1 am til! 
ſenſible no forecaſt can prevent many natural fears, and 
accidental exigencies that may oppreſs the ſoul in that 
important action. Tis impoſſible to know, till the ex- 
Vo I. II. H perinien: 


in rot 
ages 0 
if there 
nerit n 
n 


16 LB TELKL 


periment is try'd, what pains of body or anxiety of 
mind, may add horror to the fatal darkneſs, But ſir ce 
it muſt be paſs'd, tis of the utmoſt conſequence to en. 
deavour to prevent a ſurprize, by growing familiar with 
death and all its attendant terrors. The gloomy mo. 
narch has been met not only with compoſure and de. 
cency, but with a ſort of pious inſult and triumph: Of 
which a late inſtance of one that I knew dwells on my 
memory, who in the bloom of life, and the affluence 
of fortune, left the world with the ſame graceful eaſe, 
that an angel, who had juſt finiſh'd his meſſage, would 
ſpread his wings, and return to his native ſkies. [ 
will not talk of dying any longer, for fear you ſhoul{ 
reproach me for not putting it in practice. 


1 am, &c. 


LETTER LAAALR: 


To the fame. 


Nevendb. 11. 1732. 


7 HEN will the drudgery of life be ver, 
And awe be landed on a happier ſhore ? 


Your Ladyſhip's part of life has been too ſhort to plead 
the privilege of being diſmiſs'd ſo ſoon, however im. 
patient you ſeem to advance in your race of life, and 
put yourſelf forward ; while youth and nature forbid the 
impoſlible attempt. But, I believe, there are few of 
your fair contemporaries will find themſelves inclin'd to 
keep you company, ſo that your expedition will not be 
prevented by a crowd. And yet to bid adieu to the 
charms of youth, and reſign the bloom of beauty with 


ſuch 


it 
I 
th 
of 
to 
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{ach an inimitable grace as the verſes in one of your 
Ladyſhip's letters —_ 1s more to be envy'd than 
the gayeſt parade of life. However, this is a period 
only to be defir'd by a virtuous mind, as an introduction 
to immortal youth and felicity. 


Come, gentle age ! to me thou doft appear 

No cruel object of regret or fear ; x 
Thy flealing flep I unreluftant. ſee, 

Nor would avoid, or wiſh to fly from thee. 


Tux “ books in vindication of revelation I have read 
with a real pleaſure, and will return them to you with 
the firſt ſafe opportunity. Your Ladyſhip's approbation 
is the very point of my ambition; and if the + [rchanted 
Foreſt, or any thing of mine pleaſes a taſte ſo juſt as 
yours, I am intirely ſatisfy d with myſelf. 


I a» perfectly ſenſible of the obligation I have to 
you for your four laſt agreeable letters; and if I was 
in the Grand Monde, that ſcene of action, and you was 
buried alive in a cavern, and had nothing to ſay but 
what occurr'd in your own thoughts, I ſhould certainly 
have the charity to write twenty letters for one. Tis 
3 long time ſince I read a news- paper, but I am juſt 
going to get the account of the birth-night, that I may 
make ſome conjecture how your Ladyſhip ſpent the 
happy time. 


Your Ladyſhip is too much an infidel, to believe 
tories of apparitions, and would _— me for ſuch 
relations ; but if I could have got a deſcription of ſome 

| H 2 lights, 
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* Revelation examin d with Candir, 2 vol. 


+ A tranſlation from Tas, publiſhed in the third part 
of Letters Moral and Entertaining. | 
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lights, that were ſeen in the ſky, from ſome inteiliger; 
mortal, I would kave ſent it: But ſome tell me tua 
like one thing, and ſome another, ſo that I cannot at 
preſent tell what it was like: But tis a certain truth, 
that I am 


Your, &c. 


N 


7 . » 2 | 
2 8 N N : 
: * — e 0 Ys 
„ — — e D 


ET 


To the ſame. 


MaAbAu, Jau. 1. 1731. 


OUR letters are favours ſo free and unmerited, 
V that I cannot complain of the intermiſſion, with 
any manner of decency ; tho” I ſuffer ſo much by it, 
that I ſhould certainly have interrupted your peace, if 
J had known preciſely whither to direct for you. For 
yours, in a literal ſenſe, is the journey of life; a pl. 
grimage, without a_ metaphor. As the weather is now 
milder, IJ hope your Ladyſhip will be freed from your 
cold, and your confinement to a chamber, at your 
charming hermitage. Your Ladyſhip's deſcription of 
it, and the park at Richmond, are beyond the charms of 
poetry. I ſhall never forget that there are ſuch agree- 
able perſons in being, as Lady and Lord ; 
tho' your Ladyſhip ſeems reſolv'd never to mention 
them, You will be pleas'd, when I tell you, that in- 
ſtead of writing moral eſſays, I have employ'd my lei- 
ſure, this winter, in the harmleſs amuſement of drawing 
landſcapes ; and ſometimes have dar'd the inclemency et 
the ſky, by walking in the fields this froſty weather: 


The proſpect exactiy anſwer d your compariſon of a 
landſcape cut in white paper, 


I am, Kc. 
LETTER 
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To the ſame. 


Mapau, Jan. 24. 1731. 

7 OUR letters would never be dull to me, tho” the 
words were put together as accidentally as Epicu- 
rus's atoms; 1 am perſuaded, even then, they would ap- 
pear with ſome peculiar beauty and ſpirit. 


I am eaſily perſuaded your I adyſhip would have 
paſs'd your time agreeably m Lady. —'s converſa- 
tion, if it had been in a place leſs charming than you 
have deſcrib'd your hermitage. Tis a pleaſure to me 
to hear that my Lord has ſo perfecily reco- 
ver d his health; both as it regards your Ladyſhip's hap- 
pineſs, and is ſo great a bleſſing to the public. Nature 
would have inſtructed Lady in the art of draw- 
mg without a maſter. It is a ſort of hereditary quali- 
fcation in your family. It delights me to hear that 
Lord reſembles Mr. either in perſon 
or temper ; for never could human nature poſſeſs more 
perfection. I have been reading Mr. Fielding's new co- 
medy, The Modern Huſband ; and can't help thinking it 
a good play, if nature, wit, and morality can make 


* 


Voux Ladyſhip gives me a fecret pleaſure, while 
you flatter me with the thoughts of ſeeing you at ; 
and yet I check thoſe gay expectations, and number 
them with thoſe viſionary delights, with which people 
pleaſe and delude themſelves to the laſt period of life. 


It ſuits my circumſtances better to reflect that the night 


ls near; 


The fatal night of death, when I ſhall ſleep 
Unactive in the damp and gloomy grave. 
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The period haſtens on, that puts an end 


To cv'ry wain defign : My trial comes, 
The ſolemn hour draws near, that muſt decide 
Ay everlafling ſtate ; and na appeal 


From that tribunal &er will be alloau' d. 


[ w1s# your confinement, and the hurry of the town, 
may not increaſe your cold. I can't help having the 
greateſt concern for your health; tho' your Ladyſhip 
almoſt forbids me to wiſh you many happy new-year,, 
Indeed there is ſo ſmall a ſhare of happineſs falls 10 
the lot of the moſt favour'd mortals, that I have ſome 
fcruple of wiſhing any perſon a long lite; unleſs they 
are ſuch, as I think, may juſtly deſpair of mending their 
cixcamſtances in the life to come. 


- Your Ladyſhip has made Mrs. happy, by 
naming her: We are both mightily pleas'd with an 
Amazon's head which I have drawn, which we fancy 
is exactly your ſide-face ; there is as much beauty in 
the air and feature, (if my pencil has not fail'd in co- 
pying the original) as ever ſparkled in a human face. 
the am, &c. 
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Ta the ſame. 


Maran, Feb. 2. 1731. 


OU have reaſon to rejoice, that my paper pro- 
miſes but a ſhort. letter, for my thoughts are at 
this inſtant in a very gloomy ſituation. I can't fatter 


myſelf that this chagrin riſes merely from a diſintereſted 
concern 
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pro- 
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*oncem for the public calamity, unleſs my friends were 
all immortal and ſecure from general danger. Your 
Ladyſhip's laſt letter gave me the ſatisfaction to know 
that you are recovering from this fatal diſorder ; and I 
hope your next will inform me, that thoſe of your fa- 
mily on whom your welfare depends, are all paſt 


danger. 


I am fincerely oblig'd to Mrs. ——, for the news- 


papers. Tis a pleaſure to me ſometimes to know the 


poſture of human affairs. It would be giving yourſelt 
unneceſlary trouble, to doubt whetaer you ſhould tran- 
icribe a thing from a public paper, for fear of moleſt 
ing me with the agitations of the buſy world; as tony: 
as the arches of the ſky are ſtanding, and the pillars of 
the earth nx d, J am at reſt; And 1 hope, if they were 
broken, I ſhould look with ſerenity on the glorious con- 


| fuſign, and welcome the happy period, that will bring 


a brighter ſcene in view. 


Tus new fever rages here, and is very fatal; and 
yet I can't help wiſhing you in the country, for the 
air muſt be leſs contagious here than in London, Where- 
ever you are, may the peculiar protection of Heaven 
guard you from the arrow that flies by day, and the 


| pcfilence that walks in darkneſs. Quoting ſcripture would 


have a fanatical air to one of leis piety ; but as you 

have join'd that, to the greateſt elegance of taſte, and 

the moſt refin'd manners, I ſhall eſcape the ridicule I 

ray expect from an inferior character to your Lady- 
Ip's. 


To my great joy I have juſt receiv'd a letter from 
you, which brings me the welcome news, that you 
are all well. I have had a ſhort fit of the fever, to 
reproach my ingratitude to Heaven, for a ſeries of un- 
uterrupted eaſe, with which my days have been bleſt. 
However, I am ſtill confin'd to a tenement of clay; my 
pirit cannot yet get releas'd from its mortal fetters; I 
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peak it with a ſort of confuſion. Whenever the ue; fe 
come period comes, I ſhall injoin Mrs, to le 2 
you know it; but I ſhall never intrude on your ſolitude: py 


The ſcandal of what people call walking, would induce 2 


me to keep myſelf inviſible, whatever pleaſure I took fn 
in attending your retirements, he 
ig 

Your good wiſhes will add to my brother's happ\. — 
neſs; and it will be no detriment to yours, if I ſubſer i . 


wy ſelf 


Nur, &c. 


IRR ACHI. -» 


To the ſame. 


Madan, March 26. 1733. 
1 t- have conquer'd the difficulties of an art, 


which will be a certain amuſement in ſome of the 
moments: of chagrin, which no ſtate of life is exempted 
from. This thought pleaſes me as much as the charm- 
mg picture you have favour'd me with, which has been 
the delight of my eyes ever ſince I receiv'd it. 


May Heaven reſtore you again to a ſtate of perfett nthe 
health, and crown your days with every circumſtance of that 
felicity. I hope you will not be negligent of yourſelf; I cow 
for a relapſe into this new diſorder ſeems to be more 
dangerous to people than the firſt ſeizure. This cold 
weather increaſes my concern for you. 


Sven a character as yours, gives me too great an 
opinion of human nature, to ſuffer me ever to prefer 
ſolitude for itſelf; and 1 am ſo far from l i 

eclude 
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ſeclude myſelf from ſociety, in the bliſsful bowers, that 
tis a pleaſure to me to think of meeting countleſs 
numbers of gentle ſpirits, as __— and refin'd as yours. 
And yet, according to my preſer:t apprehenſion, I ſhall 
find ſomething peculiarly agreeable in your ſociety ; from 
which I promiſe myſelf a moſt laſting ard ſincere de- 
light, when we meet in that ſplendid concourſe, which 
ſhall come from every tribe and language on earth, to 
form the numerous aſſembly. 


Ir ever you attempt copying your own picture, let 


me beg to have it, and I will never aſk another; chat 


will be the higheſt obligation you can lay on 
Your, &C, 


LETTER XCIV. 


To the ſame. 


Mabau, | April 1733. 
T is a ſort of mortification to me, to believe that I 
need make no apology to your Ladyſhip for my 
flence; but this is certainly the caſe, and it would be 
mere vanity in me to make excuſes, for what you will 
rather thank than reproach me. I need not inform you, 
that the ſpring is now in its bloom, that daiſies and 
towſlips adorn the verdant field. 


While birds on branches perch'd, or on the wing, 

At nature's joyful refloration fing; 

How feveet the morn! how gentle is the night ! 
Heu calm the ew'ning ! and the nn ba bright! . 
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Tus news of popular tumults and diſcontents turm 


my envy of ſplendor and ſuperiority into ſerious compal- 


fion, to find that no heights of merit can be a defence 
from public cenſure, and the ingratitude of à happy, 
tho' uneaſy people. 


IT would be cruelty to myſelf, to renounce the only 
Joy I have, which is your converfation ;. but that, like 
all other earthly pleaſures, is no ſooner. enjoy'd, but 
*tis paſt ; and 'tis no more than an agreeable dream, a 
pleaſing ſpeculation, which, without the leaſt fatigue, 
fancy. can entertain herſelf with.—Y ou will think I have 
reaſon'd all haman things into mere-ſhadows. 


Tis but expanding thought, and life is nothing. 


Ages and generations paſe arway,. 
And with refiſtleſs force,. like wawes o'er waves, 
Roll daun th* irrevocable fream of time, 
Juto eternity's unbounded depths, 


Vous Ladyſhip has highly oblig'd me by the expec- 
tation of another picture of your drawing. I have pro. 
mis d Mrs. that of Corzehia when I die; with 
which ſhe ſeems ſo overjoy'd, that I'm afraid ſhe wil 
with the time ſhorten'd: However, it will not be long, 


Ta thee, O Death, my fleeting moments tend, 
In thee the hurricane of life muſt end. 

7 ho* mutmring waters from the ocean crows, 
From thee by nature no return's allow'd : 

For the the ſeas have leave to ebb and flow, 
The ſtream of life muſt always forward go. 


A ThHovsAND bleſſings attend you! be the celeſtial 
tpirits your protection in every known or unſeen danger 


I am, &c. 


LETTER 
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To the ſame. 


Mapau, May g. 1733. 
OUR Ladyſhip's deſcription of the hermitage en- 
tertains my fancy with the moſt inchanting 

ſpect on earth. If I did not expect a more pleaſurable 

ſtuation, after a few ſhort months or hours are paſt, I 

ſhould envy you the happineſs of your charming retreat; 

which might be, and certainly is, a haunt for angels, 

when you are there, | 


The guard of Providence is ſure about you, 


And you avere born to bleſs an impicus age. 


IT gives me a fincere pleaſure to hear Lady 
got into your Ladyſhip's way of thinking; with that 
advantage, how ſparkling will her character be! while 
the ſpirit and gracefulneſs of her blooming years ſet 
off every virtue. Be it eaſy, or ſevere, it muſt attract 
love and imitation, and ſtrike the ſenſes as well as the 
ſoul; the heavenly flame will mingle with the luſtre of 
her eyes, and the beneficent diſpoſition make itſelf viſi- 
ble by a thouſand nameleſs graces. 


"Tis the effect of a perfect humanity, that your La- 
dyſhip will give me leave to flatter myſelf, that my 
flence is not a thing wholly indifferent to you: If it 
was, it will always be an a& of charity in you to con- 
ceal it; for the value 1 ſet on your good opinion, will, 
perhaps, be the laſt attachment, from which my mind 
will be diſengag'd in this world. 


Wurenever I think of ſeeing your Ladyſhip once 
nore, the firlt thought ſets a ſcene of pleaſure in my 
view; but it is ſoon damp'd, when I conſider what a 

| venerabie 
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venerable figure people make, at my time of life, among 
perſons of your gayer years and temper. My gond 
Lady , and Mrs, , with ſeveral others 
of my grave contemporaries, riſe in a viſionary farce 
before me; and by their reverend examples confrm 
my reſolution of concealing the concluding follies of 
life in a decent retirement. Nothing appears more dif. 
mal to me, than being a dead weight, a ſort of ſo- 
lemn incumbrance to ſociety. This is, perhaps, being 
too nice, and refining beyond what a ſtate of mortality 
will permit, 


Iv meer compaſſion to your Ladyſhip I leave off, 
and ſubſcribe 


Your, &c. 


LE FS --AGC4. 


To the ſame. 


Mavpam, June 2, 1733. 


OU have made me very happy with anothez 
y picture of your drawing, which I have but juf 
receiv'd. I am glad you don't take a fancy to old her 


mits and philoſophers; your devotees are young and 
handſome, and pleafe with Coype/'s airs, who I confels 
is my preſent favorite painter: nor do I wonder that h 


deſigns are entertaining to Lady 's elegant taſte 


and genius. 


NoTuinc can be fo ſparkling to my imagination 2 
your hermitage. You have brought back the ſylvan 
ſcenes to their primitive grandeur, and a farm houſe ap- 
of an air of — 


years as polite as a palace, Inſtead 
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kfe, your cows and ſheep give it the appearance of the 
patriarchal wealth and plenty; and Lady So 
preſume, guards her fleecy charge, in as genteel a habit 
as any poetical ſnepherdeſs that ever grac'd the ſtage. 


I wisH you may like the“ Dialogue on Devotion; 
for your approbation would be more to the young au- 
thor, than that of half the univerſe beſides. 


Jam, &Cc. 
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To the ſame. 


Mapau, 


T would be mere vanity in me, to make an apology 

for leaving you ſo ſoon ; without any affectation, or 
giving myſelf airs of modeſty, I ſincerely think my ab- 
ſence never requires an excuſe: However, if your La- 
dyſhip knew what inquietude and regret I felt, when I 
diſobey'd you, it would atone for my obſtinacy. I can- 
not expreſs the remorſe it gave me: Not that I yepent 
my journey to ; for it has certainly furniſh'd 
me with ſome agreeable images both of beauty and vir- 
tue, which perhaps are not to be found in any other 
place, or at leaſt not ſo ſuited to my taſte. 


I s40vLD have begun my Japan table as ſoon as l 
came home, if Les Penſees de Paſcal had. not accidentally 
come in my way, and given my thoughts a ſituation ſu- 
perior to all earthly things. In reading that _ 

. ü 2 
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loſe every care, and grow independent on all below the 
ies: The trifling hopes and fears of human life vaniſh 
before a more important intereſt, while I yield to the 


evidence of theſe juſt reflections. 


* IL ne faut pas aveir Pame fort levee, pour com. 
prendre, gu il ny a paint icy de [atisfattion veritable & 
ſolide, que tous nes plaiſirs ne ſont ue uaniti, que ns 
maux ſont infinis, & qu'enfin la mort, qui nos menace a 
chaque inſtant, nous doit mettre en peu d"annees dans un 
etat eternel de bonbeur ou malheur., L'immortalite de 


Came eft une choſe qui nous importe fi fart, & gui nous 


tonche /i profondement,. gu il faut avoir perdu tout ſenti- 
ment, pour etre dans Pindifference de ſpawoir ce qui en hh, 


Toutes nos penſees & toutes nos actions doivent prendre des 


routes fi differentes,. ſelon qu'il y aura des biens eternel a 


eſperer ou non, qu il «ft impoſſible de faire une demarche, 


gu'en le reglant par la due de ce point, gui doit etre 
notre dernier objet. 


I am, by a thouſand unmerited obligations, 
Yorr, 8c. 


2 * * — ä 
—— 
— —— 


* Tt needs no very elevated underſtanding, to per- 
ceive that there is here no true and ſolid ſatisfaction, that 
all our pleaſures are but vanity, that our evils are more 
than can be numbred; and, in fine, that death, which 
threatens us every moment, muſt in a few. years fix us in 
an eternal ſtate of happineſs, or miſery. The immor- 
tality of the ſoul is of ſuch importance, and intereſts 
us ſo deeply, that one mult have loft all feeling, to be 
indifferent about it. All our thoughts and all our ac- 
tions ought to take paths ſo different, according as there 
are eternal goods to be hoped for, or not; that it 1 
impoſſible to. tread one ſtep aright, without regulating 
it by a regard to this, which ought to be our ſole ob- 


* 
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To the ſame. 


Mavpan, 

T will do you no real harm, for me to begin at the 
top of the paper; tho' my head is at preſent ſome- 

thing vacant, and I find myſelf at a much greater loſs 

what to ſay, than tis poſſible your Ladyſhip can be, 

after having faid ſo many fine things on every agree- 


able ſubject in nature. It would be more juſt in you, 
to complain for want of new worlds, and ſome unſeen- 


novelties, than for want of invention. When the ce- 
leſtial arch, the groves and flowery lawns, have been de- 
erib d, mortal eloquence is exhauſted. Indeed the fol- 
lies of mankind would afford a wide and various ſcene; 


but charity would draw a ven of darkneſs there, and. 


chuſe to be for ever ſilent, rather than expatiate on that 
melancholy theme. | 


I xa» taking a great deal of pains to.convince your 
Ladyſhip that it is not for want of wit, but variety, that 
my invention is cramp'd; the narrow creation is my 
complaint. In a more modeſt diſpoſition, I may be 
content with the limits of the univerſe, and think the 
world wide enough ; but at preſent it ſeems as diminu- 
tive as the painted globe in Queen E/izabeth's hand, or 
the ſoap- bubbles my Lord blows into the air. 
The poetic boaſts 


Of thoughts which wander thro" infinity, 
And ſear above the ſhes, 


yield but little conſolation : After all their ethereal en- 


curſions, we have got but very dark intelligence from 


the inviſible world ; and are ſo far from finding our 

eas enlarg d, that we are forc'd to degrade the bright- 

elt order of Angels into human figures. Perhaps your 
| Lady 
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L adyſhip's ſparkling imagination does not dreſs them ug 
in ee and beaver- hats; but even velvet coat, 
and diamond buttons, would make but a tawdry figure 
above the Stars. However, there is no remedy for 
theſe inconſiſtences, till the curtain falls, and diſcovers 
the glories of immortality in their native ſplendor. 


Ox 8x would imagine, when the univerſe makes ſuch 
a deſpicable figure in my view, that even ſtars and par- 
ters, crowns and ſceptres, ſeem transform'd into toys; 
one would think, in ſuch a ſuperior fituation, I ſhould 
have no attachment left for a Japan ſcreen ; but, I mul 
own, I long to ſee it. 


I am afraid your Ladyſhip will allow me but little 
of your attention, 'till after the birth-day ; however, I 
hope you will give Mrs. ——D—— leave to let me know 
you are well, which. will be the greateſt ſatisfaction to 


Tour, &c. 


LETTER NU. 
To the ſame. 


Maran, 
OUR Ladyſhip would not thank me, I am per- 
ſuaded, if I wiſh'd you a thouſand happy new 

years in this world, crown'd- with youth and conſtant 


tranquility ; but when I wiſh you an immortality of 


happineſs in the next, Heaven can witneſs the ſincerity 
of my ſoul. 


] Fancy the Prince of Orange's ſtory would make 2 


very beautiful novel, if the ſcene was laid in ſome of 
the 


per- 
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the fragrant eaſtern iſles, bleſt with perpetual ſpring. A 


great many fne characters might be introduc' d unde: 
poetical names. The ſpirit and open temper of the 
Prince of Hales, with his generous concern for the il- 
uſtrious ſtranger, would make a very ſhining figure. 1 
have a great inclination, in ſome ambitious moments, to 
attempt it in imitation of Telemachur, and addreſs it to 
Lord 


Tur following verſes are the eſſay of a very young 
muſe, Mr. R:xve's nephew, that your Lady ſhip has ſeen 
at Hamſſicad, who has a promiſing genius for his early 
years, 


On the Nuptials of the PRINCE and 
PRINCESS of ORANGE. 


By Mr. Nicolas MuncKLtv. 


IR'D with the fame of Brun/wick's royal race, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry virtue, ev'ry grace; 
Young Orange long aſpir'd to be ally'd, 
Where only he could find an equal bride. 
Should haughty France, or Auſtria, to his arms 
Proffer, in all the pride of youthful charms 
A blooming princeſs, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
Pride of the Bourbon, or Ceſarean race: 
(And well might haughty France, or Auſtria own 
Their monarch honour'd by ſo great a ſon) 
Vain were the offer ; Orange ne'er would join 
A tyrant's race, with William's patriot line: 
Their race, whoſe impious arms mankind enſlave, 


With his, whoſe godlike glory was to ſave. 


IMMORTAL 
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ImmorRTAL Wilkam ! thy viftorious hand 
From the proud Gaul reſcu'd thy native land; 
Nor to one nation were thy arms confin'd, 

Thou hero ſent by Heav'n to fave mankind ! 
Albion oppreſt, low proſtrate begs relief, 

Her flowing tears perſuade the pitying chief ; 

He ſaw the Queen of nations wretched doom, 
Giv'n up a prey to tyranny and Rome. 

Hell with new rage its miniſters inſpires, 

They whet their axes, and prepare their fires ; 
Already they believe the conqueſt gain'd, 

And in their greedy hopes devour the land : 

Vain expettation ! let a Nafau come, 

Where is the confidence of hell and Rome ? 

He comes, and bids the reſcu'd nation ſmile, 

And liberty returns to bleſs the iſle. 

Triumphing hoſts ſpread their great leader's fame, 
And lawlefs tyrants tremble at his name. 

Namur, thy walls, and, Boyne, thy rapid flood, 
Choak'd with ſlain legions, and defil'd with blood, 
Confeſs him great m arms ; his trembling foes 
Trenches, or mounds, or tow'rs, in vain oppoſe y 
In vain the baſtion guards the hoſtile wall, 

And ramparts mock a foe—he comes—they fall, 


From his illuſtrious line young Orange came, 
Alike in virtue, as alike in name. 
For blooming Anne the youthful hero ſigh'd, 
The only lover worthy ſuch a bride : 
He ſues, Britannia's monarch heard his pray'r, 
And to his wiſhes gave the royal fair. 


1 


Tur joy ful hero waits for fav'ring gales, 
Sudden they riſe, and fill the ſwelling ſails. 
The prince exulting leaves the Belgic ſhore, 
Nor the winds threaten, nor the billows roar ; 
His guardian Genius bids the tempeſts ſleep, 
And ſmooths the ſurface of the briny deep. 
Lay'd by the hoary ſurge, white cliffs from far, 
To glad the lover's longing eyes appear ; 

Swift glides the veſſel to the crowded ſtrand, 
And gives the promis'd hero to the land. 

To proud Zu2u/ta's tow'rs with eager haſte, 

The deſtinꝰd ſcene of all his joys, he paſs d. 

Unheeded ſhout her ſons, unheeded riſe 


Her domes and glitt'ring ſpires, that wound the flies ; 


His azdent paſſion claim'd his total care, 

Ard all his thoughts were on the royal fair. 

Lo, ſhe appears to bleſs his longing fight ! 

The fair appears in native beauty bright. 

Not fairer ſeem'd the fabled Queen of love, 
Deſcending from the ſkies to /da's grove : 

Loſt in ſurprize, the Trojan boy beheld 

Celeſtial beauties to his fight reveal'd. 

Receive the prize, O Paphian Queen ! he cry'd, 
To Pallas, and the wife of Jove deny'd: 

In vain my choice tby rival's charms would move, 
Lovely are they, but thou the Queen of love. 
With like ſurprize the Belgic prince ſurvey d 
The blooming beauties of each royal maid. 
duch lovely nymphs he ne'er before had ſeen, 
The faireſt daughters of the faireſt Queen : 

But chiefly Anna's charms the hero move, 
Raptur'd he gaz'd, and loſt himſelf in love. 
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Beauty ineffable adorn'd her face, 

And ſpoke her of the lovely Brunſcwicꝭ race. 
Her native majeſty each look expreſt, 

And all the princeſs ev'ry ſtep confeſt : 

Midſt her attendant train fo Dido mov'd ; 
Ihe ſon of Venus ſaw, admir'd, and lov'd. 
Nor leſs her mind th' illuſtrious lover fir'd, 
Poſſeſt of all that makes her ſex deſir' d: 
Much he admir'd her form, her virtues more ; 
They hix'd the conqueſt beauty gain'd before. 


Bur an amazing ſtroke his joy reſtrains: 
Thus the ſevere decree of Heav'n ordains ! 
A ſudden heat ſhoots thro' his glowing blood, 
And noxious ardor taints the vital flood. 
Celeſtial pow'rs, ye guardians of the brave, 
Your mighty charge from threat'ning danger ſave! 
Kind Heav'n aſſents, nor longer will delay 
The bliſs of Aion, and th' auſpicious day 
The day indulgent fate ordains ſhall join 
The race of Naſau, with the Brunſwick line. 


Tux happy iſle exults ; with gen'ral voice 
Her ſhouting ſons applaud their monarch's choice, 
Enjoy their preſent bliſs, and hence preſage 
That bliſs continu'd thro? each future age. 

They ſee new heroes hence derive their birth, 
And other Naſſaus glad th' expecting earth: 
And, ſhould offended Heav'n again ordain 

To chreat the nations with the Gallic chain, 
From this illuſtrious line they hope redreſs, 
And a new illiam to redeem and bleſs. 
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LETTER C. 


To the ſame. 


MapaAu, 1734. 


gives me a very ſenſible concern, to hear you are 
| in the leaſt danger of relapſing into that diſorder, 
that you was in at the Bath. Lis perhaps impoſlible 
to reach an abſolute independence and ſuperiority of 
mind to human events; and yet I often fancy myſelf in 
2 ſtate of inſenfibility to every thing, but what concerns 
your happineſs ; and that is an attachment which will 
ſurvive the period of mortal life. 


Ms. has generally a handſome manner of 
addreſs, which makes me impatient to ſee a dedication, 
where the choice 1s ſo intirely juſt. Your Ladyſhip's 
character ſets human nature in its moſt agreeable light, 
end is an inſtance what perfection it can reach; nor 
can there be any partiality in giving you a diſtinction 
which you certainly merit. 


I w1sH your Ladyſhip would be ſo good as to ſend 
me one of your own, and Lady 's drawings in 
lndian- ink; I have a great curioſity to ſee what progreſs 
you make. My great attainment at preſent is colour - 
mg prints : If Lady wants any birds for her 
new Japan, I have ſome at her ſervice. Mrs. 
is ſo inchanted with this new japanning, that ſhe has 
abandon'd Mr. Baxter, and the Greek Fathers; and em- 
ploys her time in ſticking bears and monkies on all 
the wooden furniture ſhe can find about the houſe, I 
am in happier circumſtances ; for the ſcreen your Lady- 
ſhip ſent me is a Raree-fhexv for all the women and 
etuldren about town, who have any thing of a nice 
elegant taſte. 


Tis 
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Tur charming cottage your Ladyſhip has deſerib d. all 
appears before me in all its viſionary beauty. I ſhould 


certainly envy the inhabitants of ſuch a charming re. the 

treat, if I could not indulge my imagination with the 

hopes of fairer manſions, in ſome future world. But l 
m 


however ambitious I am of ſetting my feet on the ſtarry 
pavement, I am yet forc'd to content myſelf with wall 
of graſs, or (not to conceal the mortifying truth) ſtone; | 
and dirt. This is ſome diſadvantage to me, who have hie 
renounc'd all local motion, except walking. [ ha 


I *HALL be in a painful ſuſpence, till I hear that N m 
your Ladyſhip is recover'd from this diſorder ; which and 


. 
will be a ſincere pleaſure to wk. 
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without being delighted with the view of wha: 
ſuch a capacity promiſes to the public: They are, 
without flattery, ſurprizing for one of his years. 


Vous Ladyſhip wouldget no advantage, by rolling 
back time; not even to your fine perſon, which ha | 
not yet loſt a charm, while your mind has improv'd in 
every thing that is graceſul and elegant in human na. 
ture. Twenty years would be a large ſtep backward 
in your life, unleſs you are got into the Feyprien chro- 
nology, and reckon your years by the moon, But 7 

| a 
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all my criticiſms, I am charm'd with your Ladyſhip's 
| ſentiments, as they expreſs a noble ambition to reach 
the heights of virtue. 


Ir I ſhould have an averſion to ſuch a place as, 
[| muſt be inſenfible to all that is agreeable in art or 
nature; nor can I ſuffer your Ladyſhip to have ſuch an 
unjuſt opinion of me. If there is a ſpot on earth to 
which my imagination is fix d and inchanted, tis there: 
| haunt the grove, aſcend the mount, trace the rivulets, 
and wander thro' every verdant walk. Tis true, in 
my ſolitary caprices, I take full poſſeſhon of the houſe 
and gardens, and baniſh every intelligent being from 
the place, except your Ladyſhip and the angels ; with 
whom I may own, without breach of modeſty, I am fo 
good as never to be out of humour. You will think I 
am very gracious, not to exclude celeſtial beings from my 
retirement; in which I am happy enough, while I can 
make a virtue of neceſſity, and credit the moraliſts, who 
tell us, that all human pleaſures are better in ſpecula- 
tion than in reality. For twenty miles, to me, are twenty 
thouſand ; and I could as well think of a pilgrimage to 
the Holh-land, or of taking a journey to the moon with 
Ganza's, But I hope ſome favourable event or other 
will bring your Ladyſhip to —— —; and then you 
annot avoid this road, when I may be ſo happy as to 


ie you en paſſant. 


Tukxz is a ſort of infallibility in your judgment of 
books ; I never queſtion the merit of an author which 
our Ladyſhip recommends, and will get Rollin's hiſtory 
y the firſt opportunity, Your Ladyſhip's mentioning 


* r. Hallyburton's life, when I was with you laſt, made 
Th * ne read over the account of his death; in which there 
en e ſome aukward particulars, and little domeſtic mat- 
ward that are very diſguſting ; but abſtract from this, 

an exit would have made a glorious figure in a 
puage anſwerable to the dignity of his ſentiments ; 
A cro' all the cant and diſguiſe of a Scotch _ 
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the ſaint and the hero ſtill appear. I was charm'd 14 
bnd him bleſſing the hour of his birth, and triumphing 
that ever he had commenc'd an immortal being; at x 


time when the guilty part of mankind are wiſhing they | 


bad never been born, and loading the inauſpicious hour 
with execration, and would fink back into their prim. 
tive nothing. 


Jam, &c, 


LETTER CI. 


To the ſame. 


Mapam, Taly 6. 17734. 

OU would have been moleſted with my imper- 
* tinence before this, if Lady 's command; 
had not employ'd me in drawing; which I am afraid 
was more to flatter my vanity, than to pleaſe her own 
mclination ; but that ſtill heightens the favour, I hare 
copy'd the Paſtoral Muſe from a print Lady Scuda mom 
ſent me: The figure is negngently lolling on the grab, 
in a romantic ſcene, with caſcades, and ſwans, and lit 
tle birds on the branches of trees. I will ſend it 2 
ſoon as I have an opportunity: The only compliment 
1 defire in return, is ſomething of Lady s 
clraw ing. | 


I am pleas'd to find your Ladyſhip has had one in 
terval of what you call real folitude: I ſhould hare 
been ſo perverſe as to have call'd it a crowd, it your 
obliging wiſhes to have me with you, could have taken 
effect, Where ever you are, 1 ſhall frequently viii 
you in my imagination; and thoſe ſort of intellectea 

COM- 
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compliments, your Ladyſhip may be aſſur'd, will al- 
ways be ſincere, and never incommode your moſt im- 

rtant moments; nor will theſe airy rambles be at- 
tended with anxiety or fatigue. 


NoTuinG in Dr. Watts's Juvenile Miſcellanies gives 
me more pleaſure than the deſcription of the Temple of 
the Sun, which 1s really fine. Nor is it poſlible to read 
the Thankful bor: xanah without the warmeſt emotions 
of gratitude to Heaven, for a thouſand diſtinguiſhing 
favours, eſpecially that of living in one of the molt 
happy and glorious periods, that ever the Exgliſb nation 
enjoy'd ; as I can't help thinking the preſent is, ſince I 
have read Rapin; which has often excited my gratitude, 
that I was not fated to breathe in the days of King Eg- 
% or King Sevens. 


I nave had a thouſand panics for fear you would not 


let me keep the ſcreen ; for it is ſo pretty, and you 
had taken ſo much pains about it, that I had not the 
aſlurance to expect or deſire it; but if you don't make 
me ſend it back again, it will be a ſurprizing obligation. 
It is a public benefit to this town, and the joy and 
wonder of all that fet their eyes upon it. 


I svuyPosE. a horſe with four legs is, by this time, 
too ſlow an animal for Lord , and he would 
be glad to have a horſe with wings like Pegaſus, I am 
really in pain, when I recall with what ſpeed he us'd to 
meaſure the plains, 


am, Kc. 
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EE Tx ER. CHE - 
To the ſame. 


Mapan, Aug. 2. 1734. 00 
OULD any circumſtance in the world raiſe my 5. 
C envy, it would be the happineſs which Mrs. be 
enjoys in your Ladyſhip's converſation and friendſhip; 
but inſtead of exciting an uneaſy thought, it gives me 
the higheſt ſatisfaction, to find you juſt to ſo much red 
merit. Your Ladyſhip may juſtly reproach me, for na 
enjoying a ſociety in which I confeſs there are ſo many 
charms. Mine is, indeed, a fantaſtic ſituation of mind; 
there is ſomething of mechaniſm in my reaſoning fa. 
culty, as well as in my devotion ; which ſeems to de- 
pend on juſt ſuch a place, and ſuch a ſet of object. 
Indeed, I cannot boaſt of any great ſhare of ſenſe cr 
© Foodneſs, but I ſeem intirely deſtitute of both, out cf 
my own chamber. My happineſs is a fort of Quietiſm; 
there is ſomething in your way of life too glaring and 
tumultuous for the natural ſedateneſs of my temper. 
If Mrs. , Inſtead of drawing the picture, could po! 
ſibly be transform'd into a real St. Gerewiewe z and wor!! Mu 
fit under a tree, with a good book in her lap, watching W 
her ſheep in a very flowery paſture that I could find f. 
her, I ſhould viſit her at the riſing morning and ſilent even Nm 
ing. Nor ſhould I have the leaſt objection to the beuge in 
at „if your Ladyſhip could be metamorphos'(]F"4t 
into a plain good woman, without any attendants butgf*umor 
Mrs. ———, and , ſunk into Lucy and (i. © 
dare not carry the transformation to ſuch a prodigio e pan 
extent, as to turn my Lord into a revereW-cha{, 
Divine, tho' with regard to the next world, perhaps, tals 
would be no diſadvantage to his Lordſhip. Nor hai 
I the leaſt inclination to make any alteration in t 
houſe or gardens, which, 1 confeſs, have a nearer 1 4 
ſemblance to my plans of paradiſe, than any other rl _s 
| 11 


7 


ſet which comes within my view; unleſs what Mr. 
,s drawing gives me, Which is done with ex- 
quifite kill, and came ſafe to me. 


My imagination could be no manner of help in the 
contrivance of your grotto ; nor can an invention ſo 
ſparkling as yours want aſſiſtance, which appears by the 


1 beauty of your deſcription. 
? ; You will be ſo obliging as to make a compliment 
ei 1 , and Lady from 
* aur, &Cc. 
any 
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and | 
Ar To the ſame. 
A Manav, 
WOOL» 2 : 
chin W HILE you meet with ſo many inſtances of the 
nd fer vanity of earthly grandeur, J need not be very 
6 zi of my morals on that ſubject; and yet when I 
beinen in the humour of dictating, I cannot help ſaying, 
hoe lat you know very well, without. the addition of my 
= be umony to this melancholy truth, that even the reve- 
(Os of a kingdom cannot procure an exemption from 
»dioion be pains of ſickneſs, or the menaces of death, nor 
a uchaſe one moment's eaſe for the moſt diſtinguiſh'd of 


chaps, | ortals, There is no relief in that gloomy hour, but 


Lor hat 
n in try 


That glorious ſolace of immenſe diſtreſs, 


arer h conſcience, and a Sd; a friend within, 
ther pr And better friend on high. His eye-lids ſend 
117 | 
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Beams of immortal youth thro) heawn's bright regimy, 
His all-powerful word can health create, 
And bid the bl:ſfing come amidſt the wintry froſt. 


IT Hort Lord is by this time recover'd from 
his feveriſh diſorder. I can't but ſhare with your La- 
dyſhip in the concern you feel for him, with regard to 
the ſmall pox. May Heaven protect the little angel 
from that peſtilential diſtemper. If any thing can ſoften 
Lord — s tortures, it muſt be your Ladyſhip's at. 
tendance : You are the balm and joy of life to all about 
vou; every gloomy event gives a luſtre to your cha- 
rafter, and brings' the benignity of your temper into 
action. And amidſt all the changes of human affairs, 
a virtuous mind will feel a ſecret complacence in be. 
tieving 


The courſe of human things is all decreed, 


With each minuteſt circumflance, above : 


<Y Foy 08 > es ea a 4 _ a 


No fickle chance, no blind contingencies, 
No unforeſeen events ariſe, to croſs 


The purpoſes divine. 


I Have always the brighteſt expectations from an 
author that your Ladyſhip recommends, nor have | 
been diſappointed in Rollin's hiſtory ; the two firſt vo. 
Jumes of which I have been reading with a true m. 
tional delight: His remarks on the conduct of divine 
Providence are a proof to me of the author's piety, and 
thro every page the delicacy and juſtneſs of his ſent. 
ments "pear. Lady 's retreat puts one wiſe 
thing in my head, that there is no happineſs but in in. 
nocence and obſcurity.— But to your great comfort my 
morality is abridg'd for want of room, 


Jam, &c. 
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rn e. 
To the ſame. 


Mabpau, 


OU wilt pardon me, I am ſure, for preſuming 
Y to think a perſon in your ſtation and altitude an 
object of compaſhon ; but you are really ſo, even by 
your own confeſſion: Nor could your Ladyſhip have 
nam'd one circumſtance of miſery greater than that of 
being confin'd to a crowd of people, who are all of 
them in a ſtate of hoſtility and ill-humour with one 
another; or at leaſt not ſo peaceably diſpos'd, as your 


Ladyſhip's ſedate and gentle diſpoſition would wiſh them. 


But while I pity, and am ready to pray for you, it di- 
verts me, to find you only a little diſcompos'd, in a ſi- 
tuation that would bereave me of my ſenſes, and drive 
me quite out of my wits. . 

I am glad your Ladyſhip is diſguſted with ; 
the whole ſeems to be writ with a malice more than 
human, and has ſurely ſomething infernal in it. Tis 
ſurprizing, that a man can deveſt himſelf of the tender 
ſentiments of nature ſo far, as deliberately to give an- 
guiſh and confuſion to beings of his own kind. Slan- 
cer and inveCtive do an injury never to be repair'd, and 
conſequently are unpardonable fins. 


I sHAaLL eaſily diſpenſe with your drawing for me, 
when it puts you to the leaſt pain. Mr. out- 
ſhines -us all. I have hung his drawing in an eminent 
place, in my parlour, and no-body that comes there 
thinks it worth their while to look at any other per- 
formance, till they have admir'd this: I own myſelf 
indebted to him for it. I have juſt receiv'd a preſent 
of the ſeaſons by Vatteau; the ſcenes are fine, and the 
taces very handſome ; and I ſhould be glad enough to 
= TY hear 
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hear the muſic, but averſe to being one of the ch. 
pany. I muſt tell you all the ſecrets of my han 
whether they are guilty or innocent. 


IT gives me the moſt abſtract and refin'd plexſy 
to hear your Lady ſhip's character and fine genius 8 
mir'd: You are my vanity and pride, nor is it 1 
ſor you to be more delighted, to find the public do! 
Juſtice to Lady 's Charms and merit, than I & ad, 
an the juſtice done to yours. I am often pleas'd wi 
an opportunity of applying theſe lines of Dr. Youu; 
your Ladyſhip's character: 


e ftrikes each point with native force of mind, 
Mile puzzled learning blunders far behind, 
Graceful to fight, and elegant to thought, 

We great are vanguiſt d, and the wiſe are taught 
Her breeding fini/ſh'd, and her temper fevect ;; 
When ſerious, eaſy ; and when gay, diſcreet ; 

In glittring ſcenes der her own heart ſevere, 

In crowd collected, and in courts ſincere, 


Mx. Duncombe ſent me his propofals for printing \\r, 
Hughes's works. I am glad he finds encouragement, 
for he is really an author of genius and ſtrict moral. 
J hope you will not make ſuch a long pauſe as your 
laſt, before you write to 


Tour, &Cc. 
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LEITER el. 
To the ſame. 


Maran, 


OU cannot communicate your joys to any per- 

ſon that more ſincerely ſhares in your Ladyſhip's 
happineſs than I do. While your amuſements are fo 
reaſonable and innocent, you need not ſcruple making 
confeflions of yourſelf to a much ſeverer temper than 
mine is; and if you tell me the worlt of yourſelf, as I 
believe you do, you are certainly very good. Not that 
this awkward common compliment, of telling people they 
are very good, does reach your Ladyſhip's character, 
or at all expreſs my meaning : But I muſt content myſelf 
with human language, for I cannot yet ſpeak in the 
ſtrains of immortality 3 tho' I wilh for that privilege 
with more impatience than I ought. | 


O longo eſilio O troppo lenta morte ! 


Tur viſionary pleaſure that your deſcription of a 
country ſcene gives me, perhaps, exceeds what I ſhould 
find in the reality; and ſetting aſide the beauties that 
your ſparkling imagination and fine language give to 
every thing that you are pleas'd with, trees are trees, 
and daiſies are daiſies, at Freme, as well as at the hermi- 
tage. And even your Ladyſhip's nice taſte would be 
delighted with ſome verdant incloſures, which are my 
conſtant haunt, and where I am ſure of enjoying an un- 
moleſted ſolitude. However, I am not going to per- 
ſuade you to incloſe Vindſer-Foreſt, and baniſh every 
human appearance from it; for the ſociety you are bleſt 
with has every thing in it agreeable and charming. I 
am not ſurpriz'd that with your juſt and elegant turn of 

| I 4 thought, 


** 
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O tedious exile! O too tardy death ! 
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thought, you ſhould prefer that innocent wit and iinat. 
feed chearfulnefs, that you find in your own family, 
to all the noiſy mirth of public entertainments. I was 
pleas'd with a thought I lately read in a modern author, 
who ſays, (ſpeaking of ſolitude) Ti even delightful, t1 
think there is a world of ſpirits, and that ave are fi. 
raunded with intelligent beings, tho" inviſible, rather than 
in a lonely unconſctous uni verſe, a wilderneſs of inſenſible 
matter. 


I nave read your two laſt letters over and over, 
they infuſe a ſecret gladneſs into my ſoul ; the peace 
and ſerenity of your temper appear in every line: I 
hear the. nightingale's ſong ; and all the gay landſcape, 
the flowery ſcene, which gives you ſuch a chearfulneſs, 
riſes in full bloom before me. 


T'LL leave you now to trace the ſun, and viſit the 
planetary worlds; while I, confin'd to this earthly 
globe, remain | 

g Your, &c. 
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LET-'F-E R-CVIL 
To the ſame. 


Maran, 


Have at laſt had the ſatisfaction of reading Madam 

de Lambert's Avis a ſon Fils & a ſa Fille. Such a 
juſt train of reaſoning, and thoſe noble reflections, would 
have given me a ſincere pleaſure, if I had not been 
byaſs's by your Ladyſhip's good opinion of the author; 
but as I was, the ſatisſaction was more complete. What. 
ever has the ſanction of your applauſe, I admire with 


out reſerve or diffidence ; 1 grow poſitive and infallible, 
| ate; 
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and without being popiſhily inclin'd in any other point, 
J vield an implicit aſſent to all your determinations, 
The following ſentence pleaſes me, becauſe it is exactly 
your Lady ſhip's manner of thinking; and that is the 
reateſt compliment I can make the author. * Le ben- 
heur ft dans le paix de Pame ; wous ne pourreg jcuir des 
plnifirs de Peſprit, ſans la ſante de Peſprit. Tout off 
preſque plaifir pur un eprit ſain, And I am particu- 
larly charm'd with this thought: + La plus grande 
marque qu'on eft ne avec dis grandes qualitez, eft de 
wivre ſans envie. This is the conſtant happy ſituation 
of a mind form'd like your Ladyſhip'ss Heaven con- 
tinue that ſacred peace, which is the reſult of unaffected 
virtue, 
1 am, &c. 
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YET TER CYOT 
To the ſame. 


MaDam, | 
OU can ſay nothing more to Lord 8 
N advantage, than that he reſembles your own 


charming ſiſter in her temper and virtues. I can't 
help wondering that with your Ladyſhip's ſparkling 
imagination, you will take the pains to ſee ————, 

15 or 


* Happineſs conſiſts in the peace of the ſoul. You 
cannot enjoy the pleaſures of the mind, without the 
health of the mind: Every thing almoſt is pleaſure to 
an healthful mind. 


| The ſureſt mark that one is born with great quali- 
ves, is to live without envy, 


- . WhichT paſs'd with you at 
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or any other fine place, when you may fit ſtill, and ex 
erciſe your own invention, without any manner of f;. 
tigue, or the tumult of a Lady of quality's equipage 
and attendance. For tho' your motions may not be 
quite ſo unwieldy as the RHadean Coloſſus, and you may 
ſtir without many a cart, yet not, as C:wley ſays, with. 
out many a mule ; and that muſt be a ſtrange incum- 
brance to the ſimplicity of all rurat entertainments and 
ſylvan pleaſures. You find I have loſt my attachment 
to grandeur and pageantry, and am going to perſuade 
you to diſmiſs your coachman, and ſell your horſes ; and 
to ramble throꝰ the wild woods on your own legs, in or. 
der to exercife the ſelf moving principle, with which 
nature has endowed you; or elſe to fit ſtill in your own 
apartment, and raiſe palaces and plant groves, at your 
leiſure. 


Wu r will you force me to recall thoſe happy hours 
? That peaceful 


period never returns on my memory, without ſome {- 
cret regret that tis paſt. 


Put there are ſoft Elyhan Sadie, 
And bow'rs of fevcet rep /e ; 

Where never any florm invades, 
Or tempeſt ever blows. 


Tuts proſpect ſcatters every human care, and ſpread. 
a divine tranquility on my foul. The moments are 
wing'd, I find, by the flight of ten years, that are pal 
fince I was at | | 


Give me leave to make my compliments to Lady 
. uud co ſubſcribe myſelf 
Your, &e. 
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LETTER CX. 
To the fame. 


Mana, 


ULLIA is certainly a beautiful novel, and appears to 

be the production of a fine genius. Never was the 
grandeur and beauty of your own mind more elegantly 
expreſt, than in the character of Tullia; which while 
I am admiring, it heightens the pleaſure, to know that 
ſuch perfection and virtue is more than an agreeable 
fiction. 


Nor nix makes me more repine at the incum- 
brance of a mortal body, than that it confines me from 
the moſt agreeable place and converſation on earth. I 
have now an averſion to all ways of travelling; a chair 
is my terror, and even a coach and fix is quite out of 
my good graces : I am reconcil'd to nothing but walk- 
ing, and would ſooner begin a Pilgrimage to ſee your 
Ladyſhip, than a devout Papiſt to viſit our Lady of 
Loretto. But it will not be long before I ſhall drop 
theſe earthly fetters, and commence a ſtate of greater 
agility; and then, tho' 1 have no intention to haunt 
you as a ghoſt, I ſhall certainly make you ſome friendly, 
tho' inviſible viſits, and wait to make my compliments, 
at your firſt entrance on the celeſtial coaſts. Till that 
happy period, I am, with the greateſt ſincerity, 


Yeur, &c. 
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In . 
To the ſame. 


Mana, 


D O- thoſe who on a rack for Hearn expire, 
Lowe angels and eternal brightneſs there ? 
"Tis ſure they da! 


as Lee ſays ; and 'tis full as ſure, that my mind is never 
in a ſtate of indifference with regard to your Ladvſhip. 
am not yet arriv'd to ſuch an height of mortification 
to the pleaſures of human life, as to make a reſolution 
of ſeeing you no more, That would be refigning the 
world at once; and I am fo far from that ſtoical indit- 
f2rence, that I oftea ſooth myſelf with the thoughts of 
converſing with you in ſome happy diſtant period, 
But no prophetic impulſe yet diſcovers when, or where, 
or how; when I would fix, the viſionary joy diſſolves 
in trackleſs air, and is loſt in the uncertainty of all 
future events. 


Your Ladyſliip will make me turn critic, in ſpiglit 
of reaſon and nature, The eaſy tranſition of thought 
and graceful language of the tranſlation are inimitable; 
but conſidering Tullia was deſign'd by Madame de Lan. 
bert for a perfect character, I think, ſhe indulges a tes. 
der paſſion for Lentulus a little too far. However, 
that guilt is excus'd, by the heroic virtue that appears in 
her fetreat ; and nothing can be more charming and 
natural than the effect of her retirement, when it fins: 
a tender paſſion into a generous and innocent friend- 
ſhip; and it delights the reader, to find two perſons cf 
the greateſt merit happy without a crime. I might r. 
mark. a thoufand other beauties, but at preſent 1t will 
be convenient to conclude my annotations. If you 
don't write to me ſometimes in this month, I am afraid 
I muſt reſign you, in the next, to the Princeſs of 2 axe: 

etha, 


© PP 
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Cotba, and royal weddings, and birth-days; which 
without any great degree of humility, I may own are 
things of more importance than 

Your, &c. 


"VA (ES Yeu! PS) TY 2K) Ren 


LET TEN CAI. 
To the ſame. 


Madam, 


E mine, ye powers, the faculty of writing ſpark- 
ling nonſenſe ! for then I find I could compoſe 
the moſt delightful letters. Indecd I know not well 
whats to ſay, for my genius owes all its vivacity to 
your letters ; and at preſent my own guilt will not ſuffer 
me to complain of your Ladyſhip's ſilence. However 
] have done violence to my own inclination, out of re- 
gard to your tranquility, which I thought was but too 
often moleſted by the hurry of the Grand Monde; but 
now you have a ſort of vacancy, I beg you to write in 
a few poſts, ſince the hearing from you 1s the only 
thing that I can call a reaſonable pleaſure, that relates 
to this world, The pleaſures of the imagination are of 
an inferior claſs, and thoſe I have had, in finiſhing the 
ſcreen ; for which I had pictures enough, and ſome left, 
which I have given to Mrs. to make her a 
corner-cupboard, to her great joy and content. I am 
not ſurpriz'd to find your Ladyſhip diverting yourſelf 
with the ſcenes of low life, in the print you are copy - 
ing, while fields and cottages ſeem to be the abodes of 
innocence and peace. I muſt own that ſcenes of gran- 
deur and art pleaſe me better; but then tis only in ſpe- 
culation and at a diſtance : for without pretending to 


be more philoſophical than I really am, I ſhould chuſe 


to 
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to be confin'd to the peaceful ſhade of ſome remote 
wilderneſs, rather than to the hurry of the moſt ſplea- 
did court, I am glad to hear that Mr. ———— has 
his reſidence ſtill among mortals, tho' I wiſh myſelf in 
a ſuperior ſtation; but while I am in this, with the 
greateit ſincerity, 
| Jam, &c. 


LETTER UAH. 


To the ſame. 


MavDan, 


INCE your Ladyſhip will give me leave to flatter 

myſelf, that you writ to me from inclination, and 
not to fill up the vacancy of an amuſement, I ſhall wil- 
lingly aſſent to ſuch an agreeable truth, without raiſing 
any modeſt objections on the occaſion. 


I àu delighted with all your entertainments, except 
the Tent-/titch 3 and that I own, I admire, but then tis 
as ſome people admire virtue, only in ſpeculation. It 
ſeems to me an ante-diluvian invention, a taſk for thoſe 
long-breath'd people, who ſpent a ſort of eternity on 
earth, compar'd to the ſhort duration of a modern pe- 
riod, However, I am in no pain for your Ladyſhip ; 
whether your attempt is a chair or a ſtool, I ſuppoſe 
it will be an hereditary occupation ; if you finiſh the 
branch of a tree, and Lady , a ſhepherd's 
crook, the ſervice of your generation is done, and you 
may contentedly leave the reſt to be finiſh'd by your 


children's children, 


T5 


LETTERS. 17 


Tis a thouſand to one, but you have ſeen theſe lines 
ef my Lord Orrery's, but for fear you ſhould not, I 
will give my ſelf the pleaſure of tranſcribing them, 


To Mr. P QO-P'E; 


Juton:b'd with Kings thi) Gav's cold at lie, 
A nobler monument thy ſtrains ſupply ; 

Thy matchleſs muſe ftitl faithſul to thy fricud, 
By courts unaw'd, his virtues dares commend, 

Lamented Ga v] forget thy treatment paſt, 
Lock down, and ſee thy merit crewn'd at laſt : 
A Ad ſtiny more gloricus who can hte? 

In life below'd, in death bemoan'd by Pors, 


Tus laſt part of your Ladyſhip's letter ſooths the 
mind into a pleaſing indifference to all human events: 
Proſperity and adverſity loſe their diſtinction, and are 
only preferable, as the allotment of Heaven orders 
them. 


By the partiality of ſome of my acquaintance, the 
poem of Jeep has been ſo often tranſcrib'd, and is 
got into ſo many hands, that I have been at laſt flatter'd, 
or teiz'd, into a conſent to let it be publiſh'd, on condition 
the author is never known or nam'd. As for ſucceſs, 
I have no manner of vanity or concern: I am as proud 
of adjuſting a tulip or a butterfly in a right poſition on 
a ſcreen, as of writing heroics. | 

IT am, &C. 
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LETS AA. 
To the ſame. 


Manam, 


HIS will perhaps moleſt your Ladyſhip in 3 

moment of importance, and- amidit the hurry 
of the preparation for a birth night; but I am in Pain 
"till you know I am intirely ignorant of * Cur/'s ro. 
mance of my life and writings ; only what I have ſeen 
in an advertiſement. I was told of his deſign indeed, 
and wrote, and poſitively deny'd him the liberty of 
printing any thing of mine: But they tell me he is a 
mere ſavage, and has no regard to truth and huma- 
nity : and as he has treated people of greater conſequence 
in the ſeme manner, I am advis'd to ſuffer no friend to 
take the leaft notice of his collection; and for my-own 
peace, if ever it comes in my way, I never intend to 
ſee what is in it. I have often ſecur'd my happineſs, 
by governing my curioſity; and I am ſure of doing it 
in this caſe, becaiitc 1 am ſo perfectly indifferent to the 
trifles I have writ, and have at preſent no manner gf 
ambition, but 


In rural ſhadts, exempt from care and ſtrife, 


To lead à calm, ſecure, ingloricus lift, 


—— 


* This performance is worthy of its author ; for i 
contains nothing beſides the names of ſome of Mrs, 
Rrabe's works; and an account that ſhe was married, 
and buried her huſband and father, with wrong cates 
to each of theſe events. So that, like the reſt of CG, 
biographical writings, it only informs the public, thi 
he was intirely ignorant of every thing relating to d 
pcr/on whote memoirs ke attempted to compoſe. 


[ ca) 


LETTERS. by [| 


] can look on the various events of human things 
with indifference, as I know I ſhall very ſoon quit the 
changing ſcenes of mortality, and enter on a more laſt- 
ng and important ſtate. 


I av charm'd with Mr. Popc's poem on death, in 
the laſt edition of his works. I Wiſh I may be in the 
happy diſpoſition to repeat theſe lincs at that final pe- 
riod, i 
. The world recedes, it diſappear: ; 

Heav'n opens on my eyes, my cars | 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: | 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount, 1 fi; | 
O grave ! where is thy wiftory ? | 

O death ! where is thy ſling ? 


F »vePosr your Ladyſhip will not inſiſt on my giving 
wp the ghoſt immediately. Indeed this is not a ſubject 
for raillery, nor for ſuperſtitious terror; tho', perhaps, 
this laſt is the beſt extreme. 


I Have been reading over Mr. Thom/r's Seaſons 
with a new and truly rational delight One would think 
you had ſat for the picture of the ſpring. The reſem- 
blance I found induc'd me to copy it; for drawing is 
the conſtant amuſement of my leiſure time. 


— 


2 1 am, &c. 
or It 
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LETTER AIV. 
To the ſame. 


Mavan, 


OU have had the prime of my thoughts, and! 

find to my coft, that human intelle&s are ex. 
tremely confin'd ; 'tis but the ſame ſet of images re. 
turn, however various the expreſſion. This is no rea- 
ſon, indeed, that all the world ſhould turn mutes, for 
tear of ſpeaking the fame words to day, that they ſaid 
yeſterday ; nor can it give you any pretence to be ſilent, 
while a thouſand novelties, that riſe from the changin, 
humours and paſſions of mankind, ſupply you with ne», 
refleftions. But for me, who know nothing beſ/le: 
what paſſes in my ſolitary thoughts, or the ditterer: 
ſcenes in which the mate creation appears, I may be 
well excus'd from endeavouring to entertain a perſon 


who knows all that paſſes in the polite world. 


You will certainly give me leave to be dull for the 
future, without ſuch a tedious apology ; eipecially when 
J have nature and neceſſity to plead in my excuſe. How- 
ever, I do not deſcend to trifling and impertinence wita 
my own approbation, any more than with yours ; but 
ſometimes 'tis to avoid the other extreme of appearing 
too wiſe or too good, which is a ſort of oftentation | 
would carefully ſhun: And yet this perhaps is a criminal 
modeſty. One would not think it poſſible to be over. 
ſolicitous in providing for an eternal intereſt, or that 
preparing for a death bed was a matter of leſs ſolemnity 
than dreſſing for a ball. A perſon that can weep at 34 
tragedy, need not be offended at another, for dropping 
a ſilent tear in the warmth of devotion ; nor for liſtening 
to a ſermon, with as great attention, as a lover of muſic 
would mind an opera, 


LI 0 WV“, 


LETTERS. 135 


HoweEveR, I have no manner of occaſion on my 
own account to make an apology for being either too 
wiſe or too good; if you never find cauſe to reproach 
me for the oppoſite extreme, it will be a great hap- 
pineſs for 


Your, &Cc, 


LE-F-IH KCAY; 
To the ſame. 


ManDam, 
F you knew the ſentiments of my heart, you would 
find no reaſon to complain. You engage more of 
my attention than any other earthly thing; and if it 
was poſſible, I would think of you with more indiffe- 
rence. But I have not attain'd ſuch a degree of phiio- 
ſophy as you imagine, nor ever hope to reach ſuch a 
height of mortification, as it would require, to break a 
friendſhip with one of the moſt generous and agreeable 
perſons on earth, 


Ir flatters my pride, that you have put me on making 
an apology for my ſilence; which I always thought a 
great relief to you, tho" not to myſelf. It was my own 
happineſs that I purſu'd in writing to you, without once 
preſuming it could contribute to yours; but nothing 
will humble my vanity, after the obliging reproaches. 
you have made on this occaſion. 


'Tis making myſelf a greater compliment than I can 
make you, when I confeſs that you have refin'd my 
taſte into a ſort of diſguſt for every body's converſation, 
but your own; and I am ſo careful to keep your good 

7 opinion, 


— 4 DS — — 


138 L ET-TEKS 


opinion, as if my whole ſtock of reputation depended ne 

on your cenſure or approbation. However, I muſt own MW ditt 

this attachment is not voluntary ; I am unwilling you able 

Nould have this aſcendant over my thoughts, and Would, with 
if poſſible, be diſengag'd from every thing below ti 

ſtars: But there is a ſort of fatality in your merit, that Y 

will always compel the admiration of by tl 

4 "tis ( 

Your, &c. 3 

ceat] 

Ti 

T/ 
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V. 

To the ſame. 
Maran, 
Wrsn your happineſs, as I wiſh the welfare of ry N 
own ſoul; and yet I find a ſecret pleaſure in your Si 
uneaſineſs. I am glad you are diſcontented, and that 07 


you have not made this world your reſting place, bu 

are in purſuit of joys more laſting and refin d. I ſhould Pp 
be ſorry to find you among the ſerene and thought! ſtuou: 
mortals, that are content with a repetition of the ſam? I theſe 
vanities from Janucry to December, without the leak natior 
variety, or ever forming a wiſh for more reaſonable an IF the ſi 
exalted delights. | be m 
| fly in 
| I am forcing the character of a ſaint on your Lady-W ther . 
ſhip in ſpight of your heart; for I verily believe 50 the . 
had not a thought of acquiring that dignity by any thirg of bo; 
in your letter: But I hope and believe, you will be tation 
found in that glorious claſs, when all other diſtinction 

of grandeur are forever cancell'd. 


Jau charm'd with your beautiful deſcription of Lad 
m— zrotto; which has given me all the pleat 
: Le 


(ke view of it could afford, without the fatigue of going 
duther to ſee it. Theſe intellectual pleaſures are agree- 
able to my taſte, and this is a way of being happy, 
without the toil that attends the ſatisfactions of ſenſe. 


Your Ladyſhip's commands to anſwer your letter 
by the firſt poſt, are perfecly obliging : When I delay, 
tis often to avoid being impertinent, and for fear you 
ſhould drop my correſpondence, before the approach of 
death ſhall warn me to ſend you a final adieu. 


Tranſporting period] avhen wilt thou appear? 
Thou bliſsful dawn of that immortal day, 

That neer ſpall fee a duſty ev'ning ſpread 

To wiil its light ; which nt'er ſhall need the ſun, 
Nor feat, 174 glimm'ring meon to chear its ſhade. 


E fair inhabitants of bliſsful ſeats, 
Unfold your golden gates, and call me hence: 
Sick of this mortal ſlate, this round of error, 


Of darkneſs and mijlate, I long for reſt. 


PrRHaAPSs this impatience to retire from this tempe- 
uous world may be the effect of cowardice. I own 
theſe public rumours of war, and nation riſing againſt 


nation, have a diſmal proſpect. The angel ſtanding in 


the ſun (as he is deſcrib'd in the Revelations ) ſeems to 


be making his ſolemn invitation to all the fowls that 


fly in the midſt of heaven, to gather themſelves toge- 
ther to the ſupper of the great God, that they may eat 
the ficſh of kings, and the fieſh of captains, and the fleſh 
of boris, and of thoſe that it on them. Ibis invi- 
tation has in it a ſurprizing grandeur, 


Adieu ſans cerimonie, 


LETTER 
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LETTER CXVIL 
To tbe ſame. 


Mavpam, 


F you could flatter me, that my reſentment woul, 

give you any uneaſineſs, I ſhould certainly make uſe 

of that power to my own advantage, by extorting longer 

letters from you. It would make me proud, to have 

the leaſt aſcendant over a mind like yours ; nor would 
that vanity be without a juſt excuſe. 


WHATEVER detriment the public might ſuffer by 
your abſence, I can't help wiſhing your Ladyſhip ſe. 
queſter'd in ſome peaceful retreat, for a two-fold rea. 
fon: Firit, that J might hear oftener, that you are {il! 
walking on the face of the earth; and, ſecondly, tha 
you might enjoy a more reaſonable happineſs. I can 
eaſily believe your preſent ſituation is not the ſphere of 
your felicity. 


* QUELS plaitrs fourniſſent ces wains entretiens, qui 
cenſument la plus grande portion de wie? Ces murmurs con- 
Jus, ces diſcours jwfirficicls, gui excite une troupe de d. 

erre de rien? Ces circles ennuienx, ou Pon. demande 14 
ſoleil & a la pluie, de quoy fournir des ſujets? Duels plai- 
firs dans ces wifites continuels, preſque toujours egalement a 
la chagrin dis ceux qui les font, & ceux qui les regoivent, 


— 
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* What entertainment can theſe vain converſations 
afford, which conſume the greater part of our lives? 
theſe confus'd murmurs, theſe ſuperficial diſcourſes of 
a company of talkers on nothing? theſe tireſome cir- 
cles, in which we beg of the ſun and the rain to ſup- 
ply us with ſubjects? What pleaſure can we find in thee 
perpetual viſits, . that, almoſt always, equally chagrin 
thoſe who make them, and thoſe who receive them? 


] HAavs 


CET TEKEL *ne 


Ina been quoting one of Monſieur Saurin's ſer- 
mons, and ſhall not be quite happy till your Ladyſhip 
bas read him: Whatever is ſaid of the force and 
beauty of the Roman eloquence, you will find in thoſe 
diicourles. 


Your Ladyſhip, I perceive, will not be at leiſure, 
this month, to moralize at your hermitage on the vanity 
of human things ; but wherever you are, may you be 
the care of celeſtial Providence. 


ae (> 3 OÞ os 


I am afraid Mrs. is really elop'd from 
mortals, or that ſhe has made a vow never to mimic 
the deſpicable figures of the alphabet any more. 
You would be glad if ſome other amuſement at preſent 

employ'd 


Tour, &C. 
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4. LET TN II. 
bai. To Mr. TrHo. Rowe. 


$$0ULD be too vain, if I believ'd any thing I can 
— write could give you halt the ſati faction your let- 
ter gave me. Tho' you have fo often aſſur'd me of 


2 the conſtancy of your affection, I always hear the ten- 
1 of cer proteſtation with new pleaſure. I read your letter 
"i. Won and over, and grow proud to find I have ſecur'd 
ſap ne heart of a man © your ſenſe and merit, I ſhall 
beg. make it the buſineſs of my life to fix your eſteem, aud 
„unk that reward worth all my care. 

agrin 

3 is 


LE TF-- EK; 


Tis with great reaſon I am more impatient of your 
abſence than you can be of mine. I hope not tc he 
diſappointed of hearing from you the next polt ; ng. 
thing but that can give me any pleaſure at this dif. 
tance from you. Pray be here as ſoon as you can; 
"till then adieu. May every watchful angel guard 
you. 
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6-1 3-4 © LAS 
To the ſame. 


Corn not content myſelf with ſending my ſervice 

to you by Mr. ; there was ſomething in 
that ſo cold and formal, and ſo unequal to the tender. 
neſs I would expreſs, that I reſoly'd to write to you, and 
ſend you all my ſoul ; but words cannot paint that fin- 
cere affection, that amity and juſt eſteem, that ſuch me- 
rit as yours has infpird. However, I would flatter 
myſelf that your own heart will dictate ſomething of 
what I would ſpeak, and inform y- 4 with what impa- 
gience you are expected by 


Your PHILOMELA, 


ſhare 
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LETTER. . 
To the ſame. 


Fixp by your letter, that you are got well to the 
end of your journey; in this my prayers were an 


ſwer'd, and may the heavenly guardians ſtill protect, and 


return you again to my wiſlies. 


Ix the mean time, I ſhall give no body occaſion to 
make panegyrics on my wit or gooa-humour; the little 
ſhare I have of either, is owing to the ambition J have 
to pleaſe you. This gives a ſerenity to my thoughts, 
and a vivacity to my converſation, If I endeavour to 
lay a fine thing, 'tis only to gain your applauſe; and 
when you arc abſent, tis indifferent to me whether 1 


| ſpeak common ſenſe or not; all ſociety grows inſipid, 
and I hear nothing that deſerves the leaſt attention; even 


the rural ſcenes fail to pleaſe me ; the verdant ſhades and 
fowery fields, ſince you are gone, have loſt their charms. 


You flatter my vanity, in writing with ſo much galan- 


ty and politeneſs; and if making it the buſineſs of my 


life to be agreeable to the man I love, can engage your 


heart, my happineſs is ſecure. Nor is it polſible ſuch 
merit as yours ſhould ever ſuffer me to grow indif- 
ferent, 


While life and breath remain; and when at laſt 
[ feel the icy hand of death prevail, 

My beart-ftrings crack, and all my ſenſes fail, 
4%, fix thy image in my cloſing eye, 

Sg thy dear name, then lay me denon and die. 


F061. 10, K I. ET TER 
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EL B 1 TER CXXKXqL 
To Mes. SARAH Rowe. 


Au extremely concern'd, that my brother ian 
has his health no better than when he was at th: 
Bath, and ſhould have been very glad, if he con! 


have ventur'd himſelf in the country. Tho” I dont * 
ſee you, the intereſt and happineſs of your family 1; ſo! 
never out of my thoughts. I pray for nothing wit) da 

reater ſincerity, than for bleſſings on you and your my 
children; and tho' the dear youth on whom I plac'd me 
all my happineſs, is rent from my arms, my future lite WW 10! 
is devoted to his memory, and my ſpotleſs vous (hl WW Le 


be forever his. My heart bleeds afreſh when 1 name the 
dim, and tears put a ſtop to what I would ſpeak. 


[ 

J am, my dear Mother, 2m 

Your, &c. fall 

EHE TITI ER UAA. 5 

b 

melar 

To the ſame. ita 

Aw ſorry I have given my dear mother ſo mi * 


trouble, as it muſt be to diſpatch ſo much baker the þ 
ſo ſoon. I am glad to hear [ hare money enouz 
pay my bills, My wants have been hitherto pier heals 
ſup P') yd by the divine Providence, on which I deſire 1 
media ely to rely, without the leaſt regard to ſecond canis 
I would turn my eyes from the whole creation, aid © 
rect all my expectations to the God before whom 7 


fach 


LETTERS, 1900 


fuhers have walk'd ; the God that has fed me all my 
life long 'till now, the Angel that has redeen.'d me from 
all evil. 

O who has taſted of his clemency 


In greater mcoſure, or more oft than IT? 


„ Is hich avay foe I turn my ces or feet, 

[ fee his goodneſs, and his mercy meet. 

** When every comfort on earth fail'd me, he knew my 
15 ſoul in its adverſity ; and was all my ſupport, when 
«th darkneſs and deſpair ſurrounded me. BY /s the Lord, 0 
our my ſoul, and forgit net all his ben:fits! While J have 
04 memory and thought, let me not forget his goodneſs, 
te vor ſuffer his mercy to ſip one moment from my thoughts, 
1.4 WW Let me remember the vows of my diſtreſs, and perform 


ame them to my gracious Benefactor. 


I nave my health, I thank God, at preſent, and 
2m not half ſo lean as I was in the winter ; but I am 
| {ill perſuaded I have not long to ſtay in this world, 


2 
Oh! if my threat"ning fins were goue, 
And arath had loſt his fling, 
I. 0 0 * 
TV I could invite the angel en, 
And chide his lazy wing. 
Mr. Warrs. 

Tur news of your illneſs has given me a thouſand 
melapcholy thoughts. May Heaven long preſerve your 
life, on many accounts beſides mine; to me indecd it is 

3 | one of the greateſt bleſſings I enjoy : For feel the ties 
* of gratitude and virtue to be as tender and ſenſible as 

e ue ſtrongeſt ties of nature. I hope your next will bring 
os ne the welcome news of your perfect recovery, and the 


„ bealth of all your family, which is the moſt ſincere 
ehr® !"Wrrayer of, 


d I My dear Mather, 
Fg E Tour, &c. 
"fath k 2 LETTER 
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LETTER XXIII. 


To the ſame. 


My; tar Mother, 


FEEL exquiſite affliction for my brother's ilInef+ ; ! 

f "tis not his intereſt in this world, nor eren l. 
life, that gives me the moſt ſenſible concern: If Hea. 
ven gives his mind a reliſh and diſpoſition for immortal 
happineſs, I confeſs my warmeit wiſhes are anſwer, 
O may chat God, that has been your dwelling place 
from generation to generation, confirm his'covenant with 
the ſeed of the righteous; and may you find that trea 
ſure you have committed to him ſecur'd, when the time; 
of refreſhing ſhall come! Indeed 1 have no fears 1 
on this head, when I conſider the ſouls of your Chikired 
were made the charge of Providence by the prayers of 
their dying father. A jaſt man would take charge c 
the eſtate of an orphan left to his care, and // 2 
the ſudge of all the tarih do right ? I am ſatisfy'd, ! 
ſhall find the ſpirit of my much. lov'd huſband triumph 
ing before the throne of God, as ſoon as my relca{ 
from this tireſome world is ſign 4 


O H, ye ling'ring hours ! 


I part not periuade my father to change the at. 
nor undertake a journey to London, for fear what the 
conſequence may be. Our ways are in the hands dt 
God, who prevents, or fuccceds our deſigns ; ; there s 
a determin'd event to every thing, which tis not int 
power of man to reſiſt. Theſe thoughts keep m 
from much anxiety. There can paſs but 1 . 
years, and all will be well; mortality itſelf is 4 gen 
eſt incumbrance: But 'twill not be long before theſe 
walls of ſeparation will moulder into their primitin: 


duit, and we ſhall meet in perfect purity and joy. 


I am, my dear Mother, 
Jour, &c. 
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LS E565 CAALY; x 
To the ſame. 


_ Au extremely concern'd to hear that my dear mo- 
1: i ther has not her uſual health. It ſhall be my con 
n fant prayer, that Heaven may long preſerve your life, 
ta | 23 a bleſſing to your family, and an example of unble- 
a. mid piety to all your friends. I cannot but hope we 
ace dall meet again in this world, and pleaſe myſelf with 
wh the thoughts of enjoying my dear mother the next ſum - 
ea mer in the country. ] am ciſe hopeleſs of ſeeing you; 
—_ for the more I think, the more I am refolv'd on an 


abſolute retreat from this world, of whoſe vanity Hea- | 
WY ven has effectually convinced me, in the breach of the | 
tendereſt engagement of life. I have now no fears or 
© © W hopes, that regard this world; and as to the next, I 
© WF thank God, and afcribe it intirely to his goodneſs, all 
Cc, 1 my proſpects are gay ard tranſporting: And I am only | 
waiting here, like the hireling, for the cloſe of the 1 
ce evening, which is drawing on apace, and then I ſhall 
lie down to reſt. 


Abikv, my dear mother, God grant you may be 


© ©} long continued a joy and conſolation to all your friends, 
nnd to none more than to 
| ey Ul 
1 Year, &C. | 
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LB TER UV. 
To the ſame. 


F I knew any arguments to allay my own grief, ! 

would uſe them with my deareſt mother. The neu; 

of my * brother's death came in a time when I was ii 

prepar'd for it: But I am perſuaded the lives we lament 
are both perfected in immortal glory, 


My brother's ill ſtate of health has hung heavy on 
my ſoul, ever ſince he was here. Heaven can witne{, 
how often, amidſt the watches of the night, I have ſent 
up petitions for his eternal welfare ; and I am perſuaded 
the Spirit of God aſſiſted me with more warm and 
prevailing arguments than were uſual in other caſes to 
my formal heart. And amidſt all the bloom and gay ety 
of youth, that powerful voice that ſaid, Let tiere be 
light, and there «vas light, could eaſily, and in an inſtant, 
give the ſoul a diſpoſition for immortal pleafure, and the 
ſplendor of the beatific viſion; of which I am fully 
perſuaded my much-lov'd brother is now poſſeſs'd. 


I TaxE much more care of my life than *tis worth, 
on any account, but what regards another; for, oh! | 
long to be at reſt; tir'd with vanity and life, I would 
fain lie down in the peaceful ſolitude of the grave; in 
the grave, where all my earthly joys lie buricd. 


Jam, &c. 


* Mr. Villlam Rowe : He died on the ſame day with 
Mr. Singer, Atril 18th. 1719. | 
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EET TER CXXVLI 
To the ſame. 


OUR letter, my dear mother, brought me very 
agreeable news, after a thouſand fears and an- 
xious thoughts for my poor ſitter ; and I deſire to join 
with you in the molt ſincere and pious gratitude to her 
great Delivercr, God has bleſt you with children, that 
in every reſpect might be the pride and boaſt of the hap- 
pieſt mothers ; and if there ſhould have been no allay, 
your ſatisfaction would have been too great for a ſtate 
ſo uncertam as mortal life. Thoſe that are gone, like 
flowers in the ſpring, appear'd, and ſoon retir'd to the. 
fountain of life and beauty ; where you'll find them for 

ever flouriſhing in the paradiſe of God. 


I am now making up accounts with the young gen- 
tieman to whom my father was guardian, and in a few 
months I hope to be intircly free; and as to all affairs 
of this world, to ſet my houſe in order to die. And 
ch! that I may be as ready as to my ſpiritual and 
great account; and then, how welcome will my releaſe 
and long expected freedom be, from a life, which tho 
crown'd with unmerited bleſiings, yet at beſt, is but 
vanity ! But I am on the borders of reſt, and the happy 
regions are almoſt in ſight. 


I navs endeavour'd to make reſclutions of going 
to London, this fpring ; but there {lill hangs a dead 
weight on my ſoul, that takes off all the ſprings of 
action; and 'tis likely my next remove will be to the 
manſions of the dead. There is no fight, on this fide 
heaven, more dear to me, than that of my dear mo- 
ther; but J dare flatter myſelf with no proſpect of hap- 
pineſs on this ſide tl.e confines of Paradiſe. 


I am, &C. 
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EET:TER:'.CXXYVIT. 


} 
To Miſs SARA Rowe. : 

FTER I have told you, my dear fifler, th 

your brother is well, I have nothing! in the wor 

of conſequence to ſay to you. Perhaps you expect 
ſhould excuſe my ſilence ; but my letter will effectual!y W 
convince you how little you ſu fer at any time by mn X 
[ 


neglects of that nature; and inſtead of begging your 
pardon for Writing no ſooner, I find J want all your cha. 
rity to forgive my writing now.—l am quite tir NY with 
my own dalneſs, theſe formal ſentences will never 

10 the bottom of the paper. If I ſhould go on after 
this grave manner, you'll be tempted to think I have 
patch'd up a letter out of 77's Commenavealth ; but! 
aſſure you 'twill be doing me the laſt injuſtice, for ti V 


* . ] 7 5 
all my own, and has put my genius on the ſtretch tt, write 


T THINK I'll talk of love now, for that's my darling by th 


theme; and I am ſure it ought to be yours. Now, 


| ; „nent. 
with the help of a fine quotation, I hope I ſhall fl it 
up the reſt of my paper. I can't talk of love, ich- „, 


out bringing in the country ſcenes, which never fail e 


indulge the ſoft paſſion. 2 
- 5 FD 5 ö 8 | Dry compl 
$ce what delights in Hluan ſcenes appear, new cl 
Deſcending Gods hate found Elyſium here. | Ways 1 
Ia <roods bright Venus cu. Adonis ſtray'd, 

And chaſte Diana haunts the fereſt ſhade. Tre 
Come, lswely nymph, and bliſs the ſilent hour, Ir 
It hen favains frem fheering ſeek their nightly bows , Wit, 
When aveary reapers quit the ſultry field, As t 
And, crown'd with corn, their thanks to Ceres Aud 
Seme God conduct you to thoſe Uf feats, e 


The moſſy fountain, and the green retreats. 
Ibcre : 
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Where'cr you wealk, cool ſhades ſhull fan the glade ; 
Trees, where you fit, ſhall croud into & fſhode ; 
Where'er you tread, the bluſhing firw'rs ſhall riſe 3 


Aud all things flouriſh, where you turn your eyes. 


I am, my dear Siſter, 
Your, Oc. 


\ = — ly 
2.8 N FAS S, 4 


INSAPFAX NE 
HK S . SAS 
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ta To the ſame. 


, l OUR brother is very devoutly reading Quarles 
. to me, and by that, gives me a good excuſe to 


write nonſenſe. We are reduc'd to the laſt neceſſity, 
„by the want of our things, and Mr. I is forc'd to 
read the pamphlets of the laſt age for his entertain- 
ment. He continues very well, and does not complain 
of the leaſt diforder in his health. We are ſtill at A- 
ford, and ſhould taſte all delights the country ſcenes 
afford, if we could meet ſuch nymphs as you in every 
verdant ſhade to converſe with ; your company. would 
complete the enjoyment, and give the groves and ſtreams 
new charms. You know, my dear ſiſter, that I am al- 
Ways unuffectcd and ſincere in theſe kind of profeſſions. 


Tit not tndced my talent to engage 

In lifty trie, or to ſavell my page 

With abind and noiſe ; but freely to impart, 
As to a friend, the ſecrets of my heart: 
Aud ir fomiliar ſpeech to lit you know, 


Flew much I lee you ard how much 1 ewes 
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Kineck at my heart, for thou haſt till to find 
If it found ſalid, or be filPd with awind ; 
Aud thro' the weil , words thuu vicw”ſ}] the naked 


mind. 


AFTER all this verſe and profe, T hope you'll gran: 
I have wrote a long letter ; but have a little patience, 
and I'll releaſe you, with my moſt grateful thanks and 
ſincere duty to my mother, to whom I have too gre 
obligations to be expreſs'd ; but all that obedience and 
gratitude can return, ſhe may ſtill command from me, 


1 am, my dear Sifter, 
ur, &c. 


LETTER CMI. 


To the ſame. 


F the Spc#ator had not told me, that the greatet 
friendſhips are leaſt noiſy and talkative, my own ex. 
perience would have convinced me of it. I can't tel 
you, my dear ſiſter, how much IT value you, withou! 
doing violence to my own temper, which is extreme 
reſerv'd in making pretenſions of this nature. But | 
muſt do myſelf the juſtice to aſſure you, that ablencz 
has not at all leſſen'd my eſteem for you, tho' I hve 
been ſo very ſlow in telling you ſo. I never wander 
in theſe charming walks, to indulge a ſerious though,, 
bit I with you here, and fancy with how much plea: 
ſare our converſation might riſe {rom earthly to heavenly 
things, and paint the bliſsful groves and fields of liglit, 
where love and facred friendſhip reign for ever. 

I I 11073 
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] 1oPE you have your health better than you had in 
town; and for your being happy, I don't doubt but 
tis the care of Providence to make you ſo. Adieu, 
my dear ſiſter, and may the light of his countenance, 
whoſe benignity is better than life, conduct you to im- 
mortal joys. 

1 am, &C. 


LET TEN CXXX: 


To the ſame. 


OW happy, my dear ſiſter, ſhould J think myſelf, 
H if I could kindle one ſpark of that heavenly fire 
in your breaſt, that burns ſo faintly in my own ! How 
bleſt ſhould I be, to find it in my power to help you 
forward but one ſtep in thoſe ſacred paths, from which I 
myſelf ſhall, perhaps, for ever err! 


The gates of hell ſtand open night and day, 
Smooth the diſcent, and eofy is the way ; 
Put to efcend, and qe u the bliſiful fhies, 
There the fatigue and mighty labour lies. 


Tis a difficulty, which in ſome anxious moments almoſt 
tempts me to yield to my fears, and tamely give up 


my title to an immortal crown, and bid the fields of 


light adieu. Thus, 


By glimm'ring bois, and gloomy fears, 
We trace the ſacred road; 
Thro diſmal dees, and dung rou jnarrs, 
Be make our <vay te Gad. 
I utcur 


a 
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I mMricaT have ſav'd myſelf, and yon, my dear fiſler, 
the trouble of this letter; but that I ſhould not haue 
ſeen you without ſome confuſion, after I have fo long 
neglected to write to you; and this would have becn 
ſome allay to the pleaſure I promiſe myſelf in meeting 
you again. We ſhall be in Loudem, J hope, next week, 
I have perſuaded Vir. R:wwe to go a fortnight before 
his time, for fear the weather and roads ſhould prove in 
tolerable. If any thing could make me love the town, 
*twould be the tenderneſs I have for you: My manner 
of expreſſing it is perhaps too reſerv'd. 


My ⁊vords are frau, but from an honeſt heart ; 


And truth malen up for eloquence aud art. 


But the liberty and ſolitude I enjoy in the country, charms 
me ſo much, that to gain that happineſs, I could ever 
bid you, my dear fiſter, farewel, till we meet in the 
realms of uninterrupted peace and plealure. 


[ an, Ke. 


„ K CHER. 
To the faine. 


F Have been juſt taking a ſolitary walk, and ente. 
| taining myſelf with all the innocent pleajures, thu! 
verdant ſhades, painted flowers, fragrant breezes ar 
warbling birds can yield. If | could communicate m, 
pleature by deſcription, I would call the mutes to ai 
iat me; but J am afraid *'twould be inſipid to you, tha 
216 but moderately fond of the country. Yet I an 


— * 
1 
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{ire you would reliſh any pleaſure that heighten'd your 
devotion; and what can more effectually raiſe it, than 
viewing the beauties of nature ? I have bcen pulling a 
thouſand flowers in pieces, to view their elegance and 
variety, and have a thouſand times with rapture re— 
peated Milton's lines, 


Theſe are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty, thine this univerſal frame, 

Thus wwond*rous fair; thyſelf” how wondrous then ft 
Speak, ye, ho beft can tell, ye ſens of light, 
Angels; for ye behold him. 


They indeed behold the great Original; but *tis not de- 

ny'd me to trace his footſteps in the flowery fields, and | 
ns hear ſome faint echoes of his voice, in the harmony of | 
en birds, or meet his gentle v. uilpers, in the ſoftneſs of the | 
he evening breezes ; yet this only raiſes my impatience to b 

be admitted to the bliſsful viſion of uncreated beauty: 


| My foul the meſt exalted pitch avert? K, 
And fee him in the hitghts of mute. 


+ ” A 
— — 2 


of We ſhall be in Londin, in a very little time. I long 
A to ſee you, and expect the happy moment with the laſt 
impatience ; but 1 own I ſhould reliſh my happineſs 
more perfectly, if we were to meet in ſome rural ſhade, 
remote from the noiſe and tumult of the town : But all 
human bliſs muſt have its allay, and we are not to ex- 


pect unmingled pleaſures, till we meet in the walks of 
Paradiſe. 


Aprev, my dear ſiſter; may angels guard you, and 
45 Heaven bleſs you with perpetual ſmiles. ; 


How J am, &c, . 


„ LETTER 


200 
47 


IL. ET TER CAXXII. 
To the ſame. 


W HEN I write to you, my dear ſiſter, I can't 


forbear talking of what lies neareſt my heart, 
and raiſing a freſh concern in yours, for the loſs of your 
charming brother. Since that fatal moment, my fou! 
has never known a joy that has been fincere. 1 look 
backward, and ren 
pleaſures that have taken their everlaſting flight; and 
forward, every proſpect is wild and gloomy. Why 


was I ever happy? cr why can't I, by any motives of 


reaſon, forget the object of my care? That's impoſſible ! 
the charming form appears forever in my ſight, and [ 
half deceive my ſelf with imaginary joys ; but when ! 
recover from the ſoft deluſion, 1 grow perfectly wild 
and ſavage, and fly humankind, becauſe I can ſee no- 
thing that reſembles him ; - and am diſguſted at every 
found I hear, becauſe it does not imitate his voice. 


O he was all ny fcal! avealth, friendſlip, hour, 
All preſent jrys, «nd earneſt of the future, 
Were all funm'd up in him. 


Tar * inclos'd, my dear ſiſter, is what my melan- 
choly fancy dictated on the return of the fatal day that 
robb'd me at once of all the joys of lite; a day that 
I have forever conſecrated to ſolitude and grief. My 
conſtancy to the charming youth, and regard to his 
memory, ſhall be the pride and glory of my life; an 
I flatter myſelf it ſhall be mention'd at my funeral, arc 

writ 


* The poem en the return of the day on which 
Mr. Row died, printed in vol. I. p. 115. 


nothing but tormenting ſcenes of 


Q_ 2 
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writ on my grave. L would ſay more, but my #p1- 
rits ſink too much, and tears prevent the reſt. 


O celiſtial point, that end; this mortal fle ! 


ETI ER CAX&NI, 
To the ſame. 


Have been hearing an anthem extremely well ſung 
[ | | to a ſpinet ; the words were, eau amiable are thy ta- 
[ bernacles ! my foul longeth, gc fainteth for the courts of 
10 the Lord. You may much more eaſily imagine than I 
„ en expreſs, the pleaſure of ſuch an entertainment: It has 
ry been a taſte of the joys of immortality. I can think of 


nothing elſe at preſent, and fo you'll eſcape being teiz'd,. 
this time, with what uſes to be my eternal theme, the 
groves and flowery fields. But even in theſe there's or- 
der and harmony. 


What rawvifhes the ſcul, or charms thᷣe car, 

I. muſic, tho' a various ares it wear, 

Pauly is muſic too, the in afguiſe 

Teo fine ta touch the ear, it ſtrikes the rycs, 

Aud, thro them, to the ſcul the ſilent ſtroke comveys. 


nor you faw the ligh's that appear'd in the ſkies 
lat week. You know my temper is ſoft and credulous 
to tue laſt extreme, therefore 'twill not be hard 
for you to think, what a deep impreſſion ſuch an ap- 
pearance muſt make on my imagination, 'Thoſe that 
know more of the courſe of nature, may view theſe 
| Wings with leſs ſurprize; tho' I confeſs 1 ſaw nothing 
terrible, 


— — 1d 


CE 2 i ꝗ ꝰ „ 


203 EE. 


terrible, hut all was glorious and extraordinary; ard 
if it was ſent as a preſage, a light fo agreeable unn ” 
foretcl nothing but h. ippineſs and proſperity. My t.. b 
ther and all the family, wanting my curioſity, went 0 v 
bed, and leit nobody but me and my maid to view the a 
wonders in the heavens. And in ſpight of the cold, 65 
and my own indiſpoſition, I ſtaid *till near two a clock 
in the morning in the open air, while, as far as I knoy, th 
all the town beſides lay drown'd in ftupid ſlumbers. But Tit 
I never ſaw a fight ſo magnificent as the ſtreams of glory {MW i 
that ſcem'd to flow over the firmament, juſt at mid. ind 
night. With what rapture, at that ſilent hour, did ! 0 
ſurvey the wonders of God's power and greatneſs in 2 
the ſkies! IWas the moſt agreeable ſcene my eve: 
ever beheld ; but J hope, one time or other, to ſce a 
brighter, at the dawn of the eternal morning. But oh! 
how long, before the day-break, and the ſhadows fly 
away! 


I wis# you a thouſand bleſſings, and 


KIRIN WIN ͤ AT 


Cow * gs ou» 1 ET INE EE I e „ * I f 
1 


W. XD Ds W. XA DCD DW | 
LET T N I. 
To the ſame. 


FF I could write to you, my dear ſiſter, with halt 
[ the pleaſure that. I could talk to you, you wou!s 
hear oftner from me, There are a thouſand impertiner: 
negligent things, which have a very good air in con- 
verſation, that make but a filly appearance, when obe 
comes to write them down, and {ub{cribe to them in 
formal manner. If I was talking to you, I bout, 
without the leaſt remorſe, enter into a pr negyric on tte 
art magic, and tell you how mach! envy 4 Taſſo's Ar. 


4+” by 
„% 9 


| 


Nin 
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de, Who could in an inftant raiſe gardens and groves 
by the power of inchantment; while I am forc'd to 
wait the flow progres of. nature, and the awkward ope- 
ation of human hands. For after all my hopes and en- 
deavours, I have nothing towards a garden, bat a {tone 
wall. This dry weather withers every thing, and now 
hs patient people tell me, I can do nothing "till ano- 


\ 

„ W :icr ring ; as if I was to live to the age of Shalnmn's 

ry miitrels in the Specator. Theſe diſappointments are 

4. indeed, trifles in the courſe of life; but yet they ought 
[ to produce this ſerious reflection, that man aualks i 
in vain ſhiavs, and 9 9.80 ts himſelf in Vain, 

es 

en lu extremely pleas'd with the tragedy of the F/ 

h! oof . but am ready, at any time, to retract my op- 
f nion, in deference to the public taſte. I am very much 


oblig'd to Mr. 


, for endeavouring to procure 


the French Cato for me. If he goes to the Bre this 

mmer, I hope he'll ſtay ſome time at Frame; but for 

. the next ſummer, I have no hopes or fears, that con- 
cern ſuch a diſtance of time. 


BD I fnd J had no reaſon to write in a capital hand, for 
e hall fll up my paper, and leave ſome impertiner.ce 
| tor the next opportunity, 
Jam, Ke. 
IG): @ 
| halt 
would 
men. EN 
_ LETTER -CXXXYV. 
N CU” 
en 0" 
u ind To Mr. William Rows. 
ou 
on tte | Y heart has charg'd vou, my dear brother, with 
G5 Ar. nothing but what is incident to mortality; with 


n „ung but that mutability, to which the whole creation 
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is ſubjet : And indeed the whole creation plead: in 6 
your excuſe; the changing ſeaſons, and the revolutions B 
of the heavens themſelves, reproach my heart for the * 
confidence it plac'd in vain man. * 
d » 

f : WI 

You hardly think the tears are falling from my exe, MW 

as indeed they are, while I am writing in this ftantalt ve! 
manner, tho 
DS : ſio! 

Mv ſoul is ill prepar'd, my dear brother, to ſce you: fe. 


J know you will recall to my thoughts a thouſand ci 
ſtracting ſcenes, that I vainly ſtrive to blot from my me. 
mory ; unleſs you are as much alter'd in every thing, 
you tell me you are ia your temper, and have loſt all re 
ſemblance of your brother. I am impatient to fee you 
and yet I can't promiſe myſelf a moment's ſat is faction 
my ſoul is ſo us'd to melancholy images, that nothing 
chears the eternal gloom. You need not bring az 2 
new books into the country with you; for ſince M. 
Roxwe's. death all kinds of entertainment are inf pid v But | 
me, and I look on every thing below the ſtars wich ih dall 
difference and contempt. ſucce 
: Adicu, Fare f: 
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0 Ove 


To the ſame. by da 


A dar Brother, 3 

| ; e ortal; 
OU are very patient to bear with my epiſte 

ſince I can ſend you no intelligence from Ws 

and deſarts, and know as little of this world, as pe0f* 

who have made their et from it; which mates 1t ef 

hard for me to maintain a correſpondence with ary © 


my friends who are ſtill ſurviving ; nor are people den 
| * 
i 
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fond of converſing with ſpeQres and departed ſpirits. 
But there is a ſort of ſerious and melancholy pleaſure, 
in fancying one's ſelf in a ſtate of ſeparation. As all my 
joys he buried in the duſt, my imagination fixes itſelf 
with eaſe on theſe ſubjects; nor does the filence and 
ee, ſolitude which reigns eternally in my chamber, differ 
lc very much from that of a ſepulchre. However, my 
thoughts are not intirely confin'd to theſe gloomy man- 
ſons, but ſometimes make excurſtons into the F 


ou; WF ficlls and myrtle groves ; 
* | Whore croaun'd with flow rs they rift c . beds, 
„ By cryſtal ſtreams that mur mur thro" the muni's, 
A No wintry herrors blaſt the bliſsful lime, 
pA But ſpring perpetual ſmiles in ri fy tt inc: 
kire Nor guilt, nor oe pollute the happy plains, 
anf But pleaſure in eternal triumph reigns. 
„ 


1d v Bot the ſoothing viſion ſoon diſappears, and I return to 
ch dull mortality again, and eat, and drink, and dream 
ſucceſhvely, with ſome ſhort intervals of reafon.; which 
are fIPd up with impatient wiſhes for the breaking of 
tie immortal day, when this low and wretched part of 
exiſtence ſhall find a period then all beyond is ac- 
tive pleaſure, and undecay ing life, 


Abigv, my dear brother, 1 would willingly flatter 
Tyielf, that I am on the borders of the immaterial 
Norld, and ſhall never ſee you more, till we meet 
owe the ſtars. But oh! may you ſce a thouſand hap- 
days, and practiſe the nobleſt heights of virtue, 
duen I am releas'd from all the toils and ſorrows of 
ortality, and gently reſt on my duſty bed. 


Jam, &C. 


10 Tr 
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To the ſame. 


Ay dear Brother, 


'OU are not more charm'd with your hero, thun 
Y I am to find you pleas'd with the molt noble 
and ſublime parts of the new tragedy. Tis true, ac 
cording to the weakneſs of my ſex, I might have beer 
touch'd with heauties of a more ſoft and effeminate ra 
ture; but it ſhews a ſuperior turn of mind, to ere inte 
public and generous ſentiments, of which you exprel: 0 
juſt an admiration. 


You have too modeſt an opinion of yourſe!f, in 
ſuſpecting my friendſhip ; tho' the tender relation I had 
to your brother is diſlolv'd, a thouſand other obligation; 
bind me to the intereſt of your family, which no time, 
nor accident, will have power to blot from my ſoul, 
While virtue and gratitude are words of facred impor- 
tance, I ſhall never loſe the remembrance of the {eric 
of favours I receiv'd from you in my late happy rei 
tion, Your whole family ſeem'd in a gentle confece- 
racy, how to crown my hours with tranquility and joy. 
May that kind and gencrous treatment I had among 
you, find a full retribution ; whatever bleſſings Heard. 
has in ſtore for mortals, may they be all yours. 


g, but to conclude my pan 
as ſoon as poſlible, and to finiſh the great action df life 
with the applauſe of that impartial Judge, who knows 
the molt ſecret intentions of my ſoul. 


For myſelf, I af nothing 


Bur whatever variety of happineſs, whatever dura- 
tion of being I ſhall paſs, my eſteem for you wil be 
unalterable : Thoſe ſparks of amity and beneticence 
which Heaven has kindled in my breaſt, can never be 

cin 


ext 
pet 
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extinguiſh'd ; this ſacred principle of Love ſhall be per- 
petually improving in the peaceful realms of light. 


When conflant Faith, and holy Hope ſhall die, 
One loſ in certainty, and one in joy; 

Then bon, more happy pwr, fair Charity, 
Triumphant ſiſter, greateſt of the three, 

Thy «ff.ce and thy nature flill the ſame, 
Laſting thy lamp, and unconſum'd thy flame, 
Shalt ſtill. furvive 
alt land befere the throne of heav'n confi /?, 
Forever ling, and forever bleſt, 


PRIOR, 


 Adicu. 
in 
:C 
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8 : To thc ſame. 
O 
Yall | 0 
wy 17 Aa. 27 Breeher, 
LV Gin 5 5 5 5 6 . . 
\ Y friendihip for you burns with an undecaying 
flame, and i as conſt-n. as the breath of life; 
part and even when that ſhall ceaſe, and the duſt returns to 
ie s primitive duft, and the ſpirit to its divine original, 


aons dis holy paſſion ſhall acquire new activity. 


Px aſſur'd that nothing that concerns yourſelf can be 
lora- inſgnifcant to me: If you would but lengthen out your 
be kners, tho? it were with the moſt trifling things you can 
cence MW Vent, 'twould be agrecable to one that has the {onde 
er be Ml ©:ccrn for you, 
extin⸗ 0 I? 
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Ir you knew the diſpoſition of my heart, you would 
have no reaſon to make an apology for not writing in a 
more gay and ſprightly manner. Whatever is penſ1s 
and ſerious, ſuits my natural taſte, and is intirely ayes. 
able to the preſent gloomy circumſtances of my life. | 
am quite tir'd with the calm and hippy mortals tha 
ſurround me, and, to my great vexation, I cau't mer 
one countenance in which there is not an abſolute . 
cancy of thoughtfulneſs and care. Tis ſurprizing, tha 
ſuch ſerene and untroubled ſtupidity can be maintain 
amidſt all the miſeries of mortality. ſuints 


Hoa woin is hope, and hau wvorxations thought ! 
From growing childhood to declining age, | 
Frau t. dieus ev'ry flep ! how gloomy ca flage,! 

This courſe of vanity almof? complete, | Heav! 
Ti; in the feld of life, I hope rareat "eats 
In ihe fiill ſhades of death: For dread, and pin, ſantia 


Aud grief, avill find their ſhafts elanc'd in wil, 


And thiir points broke, retorted from the head, ] NC 
Safe in the growe, and free among the dead. 4 — 
PRIOR. mores? 

I am, Se. ndiſe, 
to the! 

P. S. I forgot to bid the honeſt man who is to c 

at your houſe, knock, if he found the door ſhut. 10 HA 
that ſhould be tlie caſe, I am ſure he'll be guilty of r udden), 
violence, but will return back as innocently as any Hu in the 


tentot juſt brought out of his native rock. I pelle running 


* — in 
he never made any noiſe fince he was born. 1 death 
nn 


hoſen f 
ther. 
iſagree 
cath h; 


ind oh 
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LEI SR CALLIE. 
To the ſame. 


Have a thouſand kind and ſerious things to fay to 

. my deareſt brother; but oh ! in what language ſhall 

„i fpeak ? Lend me your harps, ye angels, and teach me 

'(W fome of the melting notes by which you give departing 
funts a taſte of celeſtial raptures. 


duch notes as echo thro? the bliſsful ple ins, 


When your immortal loves inſpire the ſtrains. 


Heavens! that creatures born for infinite things ſhould 
ever trifle ! that beings form'd for laſting ard unmingled 


kappineſs, ſhould give up their pretenſions for unſub- 
ſantial dreams and fleeting ſhadows ! 


In:TEAD of opening the ſcenes of paradiſe, I am 
eo: into a ſplenetic reflection on the miſeries of mor- 
tality.— Twill not be otherwiſe, while my ſoul wears a 
mortal frame; but when I have learn'd the ſongs of pa- 
ndife, I'll endeavour to allure you from this vain worid 
to the heavenly regions. 

to C 
2 uv juſt heard that Mr. — is dead, and ſo 
<4 ſudden]y, that he was ſitting in his chair with no mortal 
V Hl" the room ; only his wife heard a diſmal groan, and 
beleunning to him, found him ſpeechleſs, and his eyes ſet 
n death. His wretched life and inf de! principles have 
given my thoughts a very melanc!liolys turn, and I have 
hoſen this ſerious moment to writs to my de oft bro- 
ther. Nor can I imagine, why the ſabjeft ſhould be 
ſpreeable to you: To you, Mud perſuade myſelf, 
Fath has nothing in his aſpect but ſmiles and graces. 


und oh! 


T 
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Whunter thou chi, may arms of angels wafſt thee 


To th:ſe ſmooth joys that have no broken moment. nc 
ye 
I rancy you look on my letters as conſtant memn!;”; m. 
of mortality, and open them with as much ſolemnity : ch 
you do a ſermon ſtitch'd in black paper, with a dea? #- 
head in the frontiſpiece. But, my dear brother, vh.le the 
mortality hangs about us, the folemn truth will retum It 
on our memory, whatever pains we take to baniſh it. ref 
len 

1 OM, &C. 
\ 


N ke 1 
pow 


LS CAE, 
To the ſame. 


1 Do not envy you the pleaſure of reading Mr. — 
tragedy ; but, my dear brother, I confeſs I en 
him the happineſs of having pleas'd ſo exact a judge, 
I don't queſtion but 'tis extremely fine, ſince it has ce: 
ſery'd your approbation. I believe you need not be i 1 
any pain about the diſpoſal of the author's heart; be 
knows how a heroine ſhould be made, and if he doe 4 7 
not find real graces, ean caſily ſupply them out of {i 


own gay imagination. You know a poetic fancy ha- 


Lengths, and heights, and depths unknown, 

Broad fielas with blooming glories ſown, 

And ſeas, and fries, and ſtars its own, 
In an unmeaſur'd ſphere, 


Dr. WATT<:. 
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Bur I fancy, when your turn comes to love, you will 
not be ſo cheaply provided with materials to complete 
your felicity. But oh! indulge this noble delicacy, it 
may guide you to perfect happineſs. For ſure the 
charming paſſion has a divine original, for God himſelf 
i: Love; by him the ſacred flame was kindled, and fills 
the ſoul with generous ſentiments and elegant defires : 
It breaks thro” all created perfection, and keeps on its 
reſtleſs courſe to the firſt Pattern of whatever is excel- 
lent or fair, 


You ſee, my dear brother, whether I tread the paths 
to perdition, or thofe that guide me to the ſtars, Love is 
the moving principle: Tis ſo, I am ſure, when T make 


power above may be propitious to my deareſt brother. 
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Judge. To the ſame. 


ERHAPS I treated you with too much ſincerity 

in my laſt ; but, my dear brother, you find by it, 
at I believe every thing of you that can be an ad- 
_ to your character, and would fancy, that you 
olleſs every ſhining quality that makes you reſemble the 
object of my fondeſt thoughts and endleſs yo Js 
avzht my heart a paſſion, whoſe nicety and grandeur 
ould not fail of giving my future thoughts a ſort of 
nous elevation; while with gratitude I acknowledge 
e power, and bleſs the divinity of Love. 


_ 


Wukx you make wiſhes for me again, my deareſt 
other, let not long life be join'd to the bleſſings you 
LY Vor, II. L aſts. 


A 
— ę—— 898933 


wiſhes for your happineſs, and pray that every gentle 
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aſk. I am tir'd with the vanities bencath the ſun ; 2“ 
the pleaſures that amuſe mankind are but dreams cf }. 

pineſs, ſhades and fantaſtic appearance:. You don't le 
lieve me, I know; but the fatal expe iment will convinc- 
you of this melancholy truth, within the courſe cf : 
few circling years, if Heaven permits you to reach ther; 


if not, when arm'd with virtue, 0 
What is there in this dreadful nothing, Deat/, N 
0 
* 71 5 52 — 2 is 
7 hat abe ould fear b m 
Whatever darkneſs hangs on the gloomy vailev, beyn: 1 
it ten thouſand dazzling ſcenes ariſe, more beautitul thin 8 
the viſions of Mirza, For my part, I let no limits t wes 
my expectations, nor reſtrain my tancy from making tn MW © 
boldeſt excurſions into theſe infinite regions, where __ 
chold beau its exquiſite variety, and kar; 5 
behold beauty in all its exquiſite variety, and 
ſound of immortal harmony. OY 
NO 
I avalk among the manſions of the God's, gu 
The faft receſſes, and the Ci abe. Crin 
nd; 
190 
I Au got into the celeſtial Nile, and would fa'n f | an 
get, that I am writing to a beau, a mere terre bre 
creature. But oh! mY 
(12 { 
J. find at once, aud l. the Hit J. ti. ; 
How tranſient are the flights of devotion! how foo g 
do earthly objects return with all their ſeducing acvai i +" 
tages ! 
Faint are the (forts of my avril, 735 
And mortal pol/ion charms my foul aſiday. 2n 
ADIEvu, my deareſt brother. May Heaven make ve but; 
happy be) ond the limits of your own wiſkes. ef; 


ETER CADIL 
To the ſame. 


OU are in the right, my dear brother, in be- 
lieving that I had much rather date my letters to 
you from the morning iter, or the argent fields of the 
moon, than from a l:ttle village in the county Of So- 


m1ſct, Mortality itſelf, withort Its attendant evil: 

ſcems to me a very humbling gre mera, * and I am 
f delighted with the dis ines for giwing Nine reproac! fo 
0 8 


terms of ilavery, chains, impriſonment, 3 every lung 
batc tel to reaſon and nat ure. Put fich there is no con- 
cealing the mortity ing truth, without quitti 17 the plica- 
fare of your correſpondence, Lam content von ſhould 
know, that 1 am [ll below the tas, confin'd to theſe 
duſty regions, breathing the grof> clement of air, ard 
drinking tca int tead ot nectar, and incumber'd with a 
Lody of clay, inſtead or ſparkling in a vehicle of light. 
er am ſtill no better than a wretched mortal, and am 
ear ford to content AA With walts of turf or gravel, 
over r ambitious \ vou think me of ſetting my feet on 

me ſpangled pavem an: „ and traein 8 the milky way. But 

f. 7 m im gat; On FL upcort: d, and makes many 4 
ey excurſien to the realms. or . wanders thro' the 
ian fields, and reclines beneath myrtle ſnades; where 
On Kae rs repcsd, and evith freſp frurets wrgxn'd 


% 


* RR. U . ; , 
cat, thy ani, and in COmmmaniton jeg, 


Va imms:;tality and iy feeare, 


Abe 10 but the ſoothing viſion quickly takes its flight, the 
cial ſcenes vaniſh, and, for an etlicreal in gems, 
frd myſelf limited to a den, a dwelling in the ul: : 
nl ſony of feaſting on ambroſia, and banquctting with 
„Jam reduc'd to the common food of mortals ; ; 
* He of the muſic of the ſpheres, am ſerenaded 


-- % V. b. 1 
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with a ploughman's whiſtle, or ſome ruſtic ſliephe: '. 
jovial roundelay. However, I have my ſhare of tran. 
quility in this ſtormy world. This low part of exiſtence 
will ſoon be ended, and all beyond is refin'd and ex- 


alted happineſs. 
Adicu. 
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LETTER CXLIK, 


To the ſame. 


My dear Brother, 

OUR letter has given me a little reliſh for lite 

and the world again, which I had intirely loft 
before. Whatever wild ambition craves, or boundle!: 
vanity can paint, the ſplendor of the great, and thc 
pleaſures of the libertine, had Joſt their inchanting ap- 
pearances; while my gloomy imagination fancy'd my 
deareſt brother expiring, and with him, all the charm: 
that youth and blooming life could boaſt. 


The fuireſt fta (hard fate ! ) but blows and dies, 
Does its gay honours to our eyes diſplay, 
Aud while awe praiſe its beauty, ſinks away. 


STRENGTH of reaſon, and fortitude of mind! wha! 
pompous words are theſe? but how little do they figniy 
to a mind ſo unguarded and effeminate as mine? I hae 
2 concern for my deareſt brother's life, which no argu- 
ment can remove, nor any amuſement divert; nothing 
bat filent tears can relieve me. Heaven, who knows the 
ſecret idolatry of my heart, may, perhaps, remove the 


darling object, and blot every name, but what is divine, 


from my ſoul. 
] wat 


Thee 


wha! 


ſigni 
] have 
argu 
\othing 
Ws the 
Ove the 


divine, 
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1 was going to pray for you, but, my deareſt bro- 
ther, I know not what bleſſings to aſk: Not what 
would make you happy, that relate only to this world ; 
let the ardor of my vows (and liſtening angels can wit- 
neſs how ſincere they are) let them procure immortal 

eaſures for you, and I ſhall cloſe my eyes in peace, 
and thank the propitious powers with my expiring breath. 
Adieu. If half my prayers reach the ſkies, you muſt, 
you will be happy. 


Ms. — has a fofter propoſal to make to you, 
but the truth of this appears 


To none, but quick poetic eyes. 


[ cov LD not fold up my letter, without incloſing Mr. 
Grove's ode on his recovery : The eaſy harmony of the 
rumbers, and exalted piety of the ſentiments, I'm ſure, 
can't fail of pleaſing you. 


On the AUuTHoR's Recovery out of 
S1ckneſs. 


Written, April, 1717. 


I. 
HEE, bounteous author of my days, 
Thee, their reſtorer, let me praile ; 
Thee, gracious God, who from the gates of death, 
Where I in penſive ſilence ſate, 
Waiting the dread arreſt of fate, 
My foul didſt ſave, and ſnatch my fleeting breath. 


L 3 II. Mr 
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II. 

M voice with weakneſs faint become, 

And hollow, like tte empty tomb, 

tioarſe, and ſcarcely to be known 

Strong, and animated grown, 

Shall be cmploy'd to ſound thy fame: 
Ard while in loſtier notes I laud that name, [ 
Which lately I invok'd with feeble cry, T 


Rocks, hills, and vales, ſhall to my ſong reply. 4 


III. 

| Lr me remember too, with what ſurprize y 
| The ſudden darkneſs veil'd my eyes. 

| How ſickly, and how pale the light, 
| | When death's impending ſhade, 

| Preſage of everlaſting night, 
| Had round involv'd my head! 
To heav'n my languid looks I turn'd, 
Nor long my ſtate unpity'd mourn'd ; 


Odleſtial eſfluence purg'd the gloom away, Bu 
Ind to my fainting eyes reſtor'd the day: Ar 
Therefore for thee, my God, theſe orbs ſhall roll, 1 
And to thy radiant ſeat I'll dart, thro' them, my ſovl. Th 
3 
| THINK, vain, fond heart, when on the ſteep 
| Of that tremendous, boundleſs deep, | 
| Eternity, in ſad ſuſpence I ſtood; a 
| How all my trifling hopes and fears, | No 
| My ſenſeleſs joys, and idle tears, 8 


Vaniſh'd at proſpect of the frightfu! flood ! 
11.8 


— , 
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II. 

Suns life is but a huddled dream, 

And time a ſwiſt, deccitful ſtream, 

{his vain world a ſhining bubble, 

Only full of wind and trouble : 

Yet this, great God, this is the prize, 
For which deluded mortals heav'n deſpiſe; 
Finded with paſſion after this they run, 
Ind ſce not, 'till they ſee themſelves undone. 


ITT. 
Wurx, Lord, thy hand the fable curtain drew, 
Ard future worlds diſclos'd to view, 
Theſe were my thoughts; and ſuch are ſtill 
The leſions of the grave; 
But as the purple channels ll, 
We gayer fancics have 
The woild its former charms puts on, 
And we to doat again are won. 
But, rather than this ſhameful chace repeat, 
And groſsly ſuffer, having feen the cheat, 
A ftranger let me live to fatal caſe, 
1 hat greatneſs may not tempt, wealth ſhine, nor flatt'ry 
pleaſe 


I, | 
Ra1s'D from my bed, III higher riſe, 
And {pringing upward, mate the ſkies, 
Nor ſhall this load of fleſh reſtrain my flight « 
do, when the eagle's youth returns, 
With thirſt of bold attempts he burns, 


I Eſfays his wings, and tow'ring, mocks the ſight. 
Sur? 
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IT. 
ALL my paſt follies be forgot, 
Loft in one univerſal blot : 
From this æra years begin 
Happy, and unſtain'd with ſin; 
And as if life did now commence, 
And nature's beauties now firſt ſtruck my ſenſe, 


I ranſported, let me ſing from whom I came, 


Admire his works, and praiſe the faultleſs frame 


III. 
My ſoul, thou Source of life, with health inſpire, 
And actuate it with thy fire; 
Let all its pow'rs partake the heat, 
Imparted by thy love; 
In all a heav'nly vigour beat 
Its ev'ry ſpring to move. 
If chus my body and my mind 
Shall both thy quick' ning influence find, 
With both thy glory I will ſtrive to raiſe, 
And to thy ſervice conſecrate my days ; 


And while this aims at heav'n, that bows to earth, 
Zach part will honour Thee, and own its ſeveral birth. 


T. 
THo' now delay'd, yet death will come, 
By fate's inevitable doom ; 
When once the deſtin'd period is mature, 
No pray'rs for reſpite will prevail, 
That mightieſt engine then muſt fail, 
And the diſeaſe, we flight, deſpair of cure. 


II. SUN, 
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IT. 

SUN, fand thou ſtill, a mortal ſaid, 

The mortal's voice the ſun obey'd, 

Sudden check'd his rapid wheel, 

On the brow of heav'n's ſteep hill. 

To double length he ſtretch'd that day ; 
But then, impatient of his longer ſtay, 
His fall he þaſten'd, and withdrew the light: 
So ſtopp'd awhile, my ſun mult ſet in night, 


III. 

W15ELY the bleſſing uſe, thou muſt reſign; 
The bleſſing will not long be thine; 
Prepare, my ſoul, for thy remove 

From this frail houſe of clay, 
To ſeats of fadeleſs bliſs above, 

And ever- during day. 
Death ſhews not there his meagre face, 
And grief's a ſtranger to the place. 

No annals to record, as here, the time, 

The bleſt preſerve; but ever in their prime, 

Let countleſs ages glide away untold, 

Which witneſs, as they paſs, to joys that ne er grow old. 
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LETTER: CXLY:; 4 


n. 
To ie Rev. Mr. Joun MuNcKLEV. 

SIN. Tf 

HE confidence your letter gives me of my“ bro- W 

ther's happineſs, is all that can ſupport me under ” 

the diſmal tidings of his death: I bore the lots of my te 

ather with much more compoſure. The moment your 1 


letter came, I was pouring out all the ardor of my ſou! 

before God, for my br ther's life, or a full atlurance 

of his future happine.- ; The laſt your letter brought 7 
me. But, oh! could ſpending the day in tears, or the 

watches of the night in prayers ; could my own life hay? 

reſcu'd him from the grave, I would have given it. pe 


believe he cicd on the fame day my father did; and no 7 ] 
they are met to part no more. > 
I ToLD my father, two days before he died, of mr 
mother's diilreſs, and that ſhe defir'd his prayers; C 
wiich he lifted up his hands, and axing hi, eyes car- 
zeſtly toward heaven, ſpoke theſe words: Ged Almic kt, 
bleſs ber, and her F 51 bleſs them in their bodies, c 
bleſs them in ther fouls. And, after a long and fi'c:i 
pauſe, he ſaid again; God 75 faithful, be has bleſt ther, | 
and they fall be bleſs. F 
ti 
My father left all his eftate to me by his will, vi: ff 
out one legacy to any relation he had, and on tat 0 th 
fide of his will he ſet down this as his reaſon 5 7 a! 
might nit ſtraighten me, nor binder any Hache fs tun 0 
fould d fign to ſhew to Mr. Rowe's famrr. Its 55 lu 
nerous concern for them has oblig'd me veyondc aut E 
indulgence of his life. Y 
* Mr. W/ illiam Rowe. 85 
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T am afraid this aſfliction fits heavy on my poor ſiſ- 
ter: But her brother's reſemblance to my much lov'd 
huſhand made him dear to me beyond all the ties of 
nature, and my grief knozvs no reaſon or limits. 

Jar expect you here, according to your promiſe: 
If you are ſo inhuman as to diſappoint me, it will be 
the ßeſt ill-natur'd thing I ever knew you guilty of; 
waich will vaſtly aggravate your crime. I hope you in- 
tend to make ſome ſtay : You ſhall be ſure of a ſincere 
welcome to 

Your, &c. 


P.S. The anguiſh of my heart will not ſuffer me to 
write now to my mother. 


GE F 1-6 NCECALY. 


To 


Have lately look'd over Mr. Rows Lives of ul. 
[ [ufiricus men, and tho* one of the manuicripts is loit, 
{i rced rot tell you by whom) the principles and reflec 
tions in tl.cm are ſo juſt and noble, I can hardly with a 
ſate conſcience ſuffer them to be kept avy longer from 
the worid. You know Mr. Rowe's univerſal l arning 
and exact judgment in every thing that was graceful and 
elegant in human nature or polie writing, and I am 
lure they were wrote with a deſign to be made public. 
However I leave it intirely to your diſcretion, to do as 
you think proper. | 


I was extremely ſurpriz'd at the news of Mrs. 
— — death. I syn to think I have liv'd tco 


* — 
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long, and ſhall ſee every thing I value rent from me. 
"Tis my greateſt joy to think the ſhadows of the even 
ing are lengthening, and that the cloſing part, the laſt 
important moment will ſoon arrive. O may my fun ſet 
in ſinites ! 


Lo! I behold the ſcatt'ring ſhades, 
The dawn of heawv'n appears, 


The faveet immortal morning ſpreads 


Its blufpres round the ſpheres. 
Mr. Warrs. 


T am aſham'd to ſend you the following lines, but 
fince 'tis in obedience to yaur requeſt, you will excuſe 
them. I have talk'd of dying ſo often, that I can't live 
much longer with a very good grace, and I ought in de- 
cency to make my exit, after I have ſo ſeriouſly bid 
adieu to the world. 


On the return of the day on which Mr. Row: 
died. 


Unhappy day forever now adieu ! 

Theſe eyes no more thy riſing beams ſhall wiew y 

Before the ſun its annual courſe ſhall roll, 

Immortal light ſhall open on my ſoul : 

The years of paradiſe begin their round, 

With laſting flow'rs and endleſs verdure crown'd, 
In bliſsful climes wwhere full delights abound. 

No more, low'd youth, the mournful muſe no mart 

In melting numbers ſhall thy loſs deplore ; 

To notes triumphant now PII tune the lyre, 


And ſacred love ſhall all the ſong inſpire. 


I HoPe you are all well, and bappier than this vain 
world can make you. 
LETTER 
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LETTER CXLVI. 
To the ſame. 


OU have flatter'd me into a better opinion of 
the * Letters than I ſhould ever have had, with- 
eut your approbation. But oh ! be it far from my ſoul, 
to aſcribe any thing to myſelf, 'tis all receiv'd, and 
let it be ſacred to the cauſe of virtue: If any language 
of mine has the power of perſuaſion, may it be devoted 


to the intereſt and glory of that great Fountain of all 
perfection, from whom all wiſdom flows. 


I p1scovsR ſo much original folly, ſuch blindneſs 
and inadvertency, that I am fully convinc'd 'tis only 
the inſpiration of the Almighty, that teaches man effec- 
tually to profit. 


O ſteak ! and at the harmony 
Of thy commanding voice, 

Aly foul ſhall kindle into life, 
And breathe immortal joys. 


The /oft infinuating calls 
Of ſenſe will all be drawn'd 
In the ſuperior excellence 


Of that celeſtial ſound, 


With deep attention Ie I fland, 
Be the creation flill, 

While filently I wait to hear 
The dictates of thy auill. 


* Friendſhip in death. 


O /peak ? 


5 
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feat] for arb can teach like thee 
Ihe uninſuructid mind? 
Jam thou wilt condeſcend to teach, 
Shall hem u a i/d,m find. 
Lapp from the firſt reading was 8 re 


the Lettrys were mine, but I make no ſerious rep'y [ 
have not ſent one preſent as the author, and as I make 
no confeſſion, but to three or four perions to v. AN 
could not help it, I ſtill entertain ſome faint hopes, and 
ſincerely deſire, I may not be known. I reſolve to guard 
againſt deny! ing the truth; however I have no obligation 
to diſcloſe the ſecret, but rather ſay nothing. But | 
make a very awkward buſineſs of it, when aſk'd, 10 
avoid telling a lye, or owning the truth. By Mr: 
— 's letters, I fancy ſhe thinks you the author: 
You need neither own, nor deny any thing, but refute 
to anfwer, Dr, Young, I flatter YT, is in perfect ig 
norance. I could wiſh I had truſted nobody but you in 
the publication. But ſuch a refleQion is inconſiſtent wil 
my principles. I believe the minutelt circumſtance: — 
cept fins) are ordain'd by him, by whom the Jealt par- 
row is not forgotten, nor the hairs of our head un-1um- 


bred. 


I wourD not entertain ſo ill an opinion of human 
nature however atheiſts and free thinkers have degraded 
it) as to believe it impoſſible to reach a diſintereſted doe 
and benevolence to mankind. Put I have not the va- 
nity to pretend to the heights of charity, and that | hd 
no other motive in writing the Letters; yet tua, } 
think, my principal view, remote from any hapes Js 
intereſt or perſonal reputation. It would indeed | e 
been ſome little entertainment to me, to hear 15 
freely cenſur'd or approv'd, without any other con ©. 
than that of an author in maſquerade. However \! : 
am detected) at worſt, I hope I cannot be accus'd of 


* 
Ne * 
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"{tv,-a3 J have rever aſſum'd the title of an author, nor 
preſum'd to ſpeak, but in a perſonated character. 


Tr you ſend one to Mr. „let it be from your- 
ſelf, and tell him nobody ov/ns the book, aud the author 
has no exiſtence. 


I am with all imaginable ſincerity 


Tour, &c. 


on 
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* | To the ſame. 

nie 

. HERE cannot be a more proper name fer all the 

eh enjoyments of this world, than that of Hadows 

7 Thus they fly away, and leave no traces behind them; 

fo or if they leave any, perlaps, tis guilt and regret, at 

Del 

os the reflect ion on time and advant ages loſt and an-im- 
II- 


provid. However I am highly indebted to Lady 
who was ſo obliging to come and Ray Lere two nights. 
dne fild the flying moments with wit and good humour, 

and laying alide "the Counteſs of „ and- all 
manner of ceremony, gave us no anxiety or trouble, 
but ſeem'd to have a perfect reliſh of the eaſe and tran- 
quiity of low life. I have Ln receiv'd a letter, that ſhe 
b got well to Zarlborough, and ſays the will raiſe her 
RY tearths and Windows, to make her houſe look like 


I 


+ ub mine. 

80 BuT in all enjoyments, your danger hangs like the 
85 ve Keight of death on my ſoul. All my earthly happineſs 
57 ems in ſuſpence by the uncertainty of your health. 1 


= 4unot expreſs the tenderneſs of my affection for you, 


* * 
18 
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'tis the ſtrongeſt engagement my heart feels to the world, 
O may that ſovereign Power who has the ſprings of na- f 
ture in his hands, ſpare your life, and crown it with Ir 
diſtinguiſh'd favours ! 


Bur however that is determin'd, ſome of the watches 
of this night have been employ'd to beg that your evi- 
dences for immortal happineſs may be clear and nn. 
queſtion'd, that the God of all conſolation would make 
his goodneſs paſs before you, and on this fide heaven, 
let out one ray of that glory, which (I ſpeak it with full 
aſſurance) will open in all its ſplendor on you forever, 
when you have once paſs'd the gloomy ſhades of death, 
O may you be refreſh'd, here below, with the foretaſtes 
of thoſe rivers of pleaſure, of which you will be ſwal. 


low'd up, in the region of perpetual joy 


Inv more reaſon to fear the great event than you | 
can have, and yet my hopes are often ſupported by ſuch 
thoughts as theſe, to which I know you will fincere!y 
aſſent. 


Lr me ſerve my God, tho' that ſervice ſhould 
© never find a reward. Let me love thee, if that love 
* ſhould never meet a return, Let me employ my life 
for thy glory, tho' I am forgotten forever. I would 
* ſpend my hours of mortal life with thee, if I mul I, 
part with thee, in that to come. If I ſhould never 
* ſee the open glory of thy face in heaven, I will catch 
every glimmering ray that diſcovers thee on earth. 
* Shouldit thou exclude me from the general aſſembly of 
* the church of the firſt-born above, yer I will love the 
© habitation of thy holineſs here, and frequent the place 
* where thy honour dwells.” 


How much do I value your prayers to prepare me 
for that ſolemn part which I may be ſoon call'd to act 
It is a great ſatisfaction to my mind, to imagine that 
while I have been aſking bleſſings at the throne of mercy) 


for 
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for you, perhaps, at the ſame inſtant, you have been 
imploring the Almighty fow me, that we may meet in 
the ſeats of immortal life and pleaſure above, and tel! to 
litening angels the wonders of redeeming grace to worth - 
leſs, ſinful mortals : The charming relation will never 
end, and the miracles of boundleſs clemency be forever 
| ſuprizing and new. 


Here is my triumph, here my hepes run high ; 
They tnow no bound, but infinitely free, 
Graſp all a bleſt eternity conta ns. 


Ass ux yourſelf I ſhall be to the laſt moments of 
ny life, and beyond mortality, 


Yeur, &c. 


LETTER CXLVIII. 
To the ſame. 


, IS a great ſatisfaction to me, to find your life 
E is ſtill continu'd, and that there are ſome ſmi- 
ing hop es of your recovery to your former degree of 
ealth. Is any thing difficult to the almighty Power? 
would fain flatter myſelf with the happineſs of ſeeing 
ou once more, on this fide the ftars. And yet there 
*ms ſomething impious in ſuch a defire : For while I 
perſuaded it would be infinitely for your own ad- 
tage, to get free from corruption and mortality, 
u ſhould I envy you a ſtate of complete felicity, if 
e that dulgent Heaven ſhould call you away early from theſe 
pions of fin and diſorder? For I make no queſtion 
fer Nu death will conduct you ſafely to the poſſeſſion of 
immortal 


5 | 
[ 
g 
1 
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immortal joys: And I am not without ſome ſerere ex. 
pectations myſelf, and am almoſt aflur'd we ſhall mes: 
in the triumph of celeſtial bleſſedneſs and perfection i; 
the next world : 


Where pleaſure rolli its living food, 
From in ana arofs refin'd. 
Dr. Warr:, 


Ir Heaven ſhould reſtore you to the prayers of you: 
friends, and my, perhaps, too importunate deſires, [ 
need not ſay, vou would be welcome as the light of the 
ſun to one who had long loſt it: If not, may the gn. 
of his countenance, hole loving- kindneſs is better thar 
life, ſhine with unclouded glories on your foul, and ſcat 
ter the ſhades before you. 


I FoxGoT to tell you, Lady Scudamore died with 
great compolure : And tho rp was feiz'd in ſuch a 
criſis of affairs, as would have engag'd a mind leſs pou! 
than hers, ſhe was intirely reſigns and calm ; having 
nothing to do, but to give up her ſoul to the hands dt 
that Redeemer whoſe name ſhe had confeſo' d and a. 10 
I.et me die the death of the righteous, and let my iat 
end be like many of my pious friends, whoſe exit h 
been celeſtial peace 


Apigv, may the almighty God be your portion ! 


You will excuſe the ſhort _y ſoliloquy, I hars 
mclos'd. 


To him that lov'd, and waſh'd me in his blood, 
Who with that precious ranſom bought my ſoul, 
My captive ſoul, from guilt, from death and hell; 
From me, and all the favour'd race of man, 
From ev'ry tribe and tongue on earth redeem'd, 
To him be praiſe, dominion glory, pow'r | 

O wut! 
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O wur ſhall I begin the endleſs ſong, 
Th' immortal ſtrain, and to the golden harps 
Of angels ſet the bleſt Redecmer's name? 
When ſhall I celebrate the boundleſs praiſe 
Of everlaſting love? Survey the lengths, 
The dazzling heights, the wide-extended breadths, 
735 And ſtill unfathom'd depths of grace divine?! 
When thall I with immortal rapture gaze 
1 On God's unclouded face? See the bright ſmilc 


T3 


the Of uncreated, ever-blooming beauty, 
GN! The fair original of all the charms 
than 


That here below ſubdu'd my captive ſenſe ? 
O when ſhall I in peace behold thy face, 
That face, whoſe rays ſhall diſſipate the cloud 
win Of mortal guilt and grief? O haſte away, 

ch a Thou EYECful period! fly, ve lagging hours! 
FW Impatience racks my ſoul at your delay, 


Jor be 8 — ASS 7 0 
e 
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To the ſame. 


OU muft give me leave, my dear friend, to in- 

dulge myſelf in the pleaſure of writing to you, 

nce I do it without the leaſt expectation of a return; 

hell; indeed I would deny myſelf this ſatisfaction, if I 
Pught it would be troubleſome to you. 


Youa long ſilence and confinement make me look on 
Alike an inhabitant of ſome ſuperior region, and I 
) WHT want 


i 
'£ 
1 
1 
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want to talk to you in the language of immortality. Bu 
fince that cannot be, I muſt be content to tell you in 3 
human diale&t, how much ſatisfaction I ſhould promiſe 
myſelf in your converſation, if it was the will of Heaven 
to reſtore you to health: The viſit of ſome gentle 
celeſtial inhabitant would not be more welcome. Indeed 
J can't but flatter myſelf with proſpects of diftant hap. 
pineſs, after ſo many inſtances of the vanity of human 
hopes: And yet tis with ſome caution that I rene the 
pleaſing expectation of your perfect recovery, and that 
your health will be enough confirm'd, to ſufter you once 
more to ſpend a ſummer in the country, if Heaven cor. 
tinues my life, which I hope will find a period long be. 
fore you remove to the ſkies. Tis a pleaſure to me to 
imagine, I ſhall greet you a new-come ſtranger to the 
immaterial worlds, whoſe wonders I ſhall be well ac. 
quainted with, before you make your firſt appearance 
there. 


Bur oh! you will there find no greater inſtance cf 


the power of almighty grace and clemency, than wif 
appear in my ſalvation, 


Great is thy mercy, and my tongue 
Shall its rich «wonders tell; 

For thou haft ſad'd my finking ſoul 
From the low atpths of hell. | 

Dr. Warrs 


How often do I look back on the ſnares I hav 
eſcap'd, and thro' all the changes of my life ſce tie 
dazzling memorials of providential goodneſs, and tit 
humbling inſtances of my own guilt ! and yet with k 
higheſt aggravations, I hope my pardon and a full re- 
miſſion is ſeal'd in heav'n; and there are moments, 1 
which (againſt all the contradiction of hell) I dare 2: 
teſt, that in the Lord my Redeemer 1 have righteouſn) 
aud frrength. 
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IT is not poſſible for me to deſcribe what friendly 
 W anguiſh my foul feels for you: Nothing relieves thoſe 
* cares but the proſpect of meeting you in an happy im- 
'" W nortality ; and be aſſur'd, that next to my own falva- 
*. tion, the moſt ardent wiſhes I can make to Heaven, will 
= be for your happineſs. Adieu, and may you enjoy the 
— light of his countenance, in whoſe preſence is fulneſs of 


e and pleaſures forevermore. May the God of vour 
* pious anceſtors bleſs you, and make your ways proſpe- 
ewas. May your hopes of glory brighten into the clear - 
eſt evidence, and ſupport you with unutterable conſola 
be. bons. 
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1 LETTER CL. 
To the Rev. Mer. Tuo. AMoORY. 


Dec. 1c. 


T would be putting you on an exploit of perfect 

knight erraniry, to defire you to take a journey 

hither, in this unpleaſant ſeaſon. You would find occa- 

ATTS Whon to equip yourſelf with arbrino's helmet, to defend 

your head from the jnclemency of the wintry ſkies. As 

I bare for Mr. Grove, if he ſhould come on victorious over 

ſce t3e Wall the giants and inchanted catlles on the road; if it 

nd 1: Would happen to ſnow while he was here, he would 

with fancy himſelf in Lapland, and abhor this place forever. 

fult re: am fo ſincerely pleas'd with Mr, Growe's company, 

ends, Milthat I would never deſire it, "till I thought every cir- 

lare %-Wcomſtance would concur to pleaſe the delicacy of his 

teou/n1/Wmagination, on which I know the weather has {ome in- 

uence. I would never invite him, but when the ſun 
niles on the gay creation, 


Reflores 
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Reſtores their leafy honours to the wwonds, 
Flow rs ts the banks, and freedom to the find: ; 
While birds an branches Pe rhd, 2r en the Wing, 


At nature's joyful reſtoration Fug. 
72 8 


— — 


— 


For this, and two or three other wiſe reaſons, I am 
willing to deny myſelf the happineis of your compary 


FI 


"till a month or two after Chri/{mas. 


* — 7 1 — #7 — # 
— 


I F1xD I have your leave to make my exit, and com. 
mence immortality as ſoon as I pleaſe, on condition 1 
ſtudy divinity in the fields of light, and come bas, 
again to fright people out of their wits, and aniver 
cafes of conſcience : But I am afraid my improvements 
will not be great this way. I am for the myrtle ſhavs: 
and roſy bowers ; and if a filver lute and a celle 
ſong will entertain you, I'll certainly oblige you, if n 
is in my power, with ſuch melting ſtrains as angels {ne 
to dying faints, when they would give them a tile © Like 
ccleial joys > | inter! 


— 


— 


N 

i 
| 
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Such netes as cebe thro? the CT. ul IreVEs, 


I! hen they diſerive their caun immortal loves. 
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To the ſame. 97 


S- ER, | 
Have been reading all this morning of the fun. V 
and ſtars, and comets ; but I can't be to vain to t 

you I underſtood perfectly one line that I read: 1 «Wow 
the ſubject has given a ſort of elevation to my thoughts, Nat I 


I ans 
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210 put them in ſuch a kind of dazzling confuſion, that 
I'm afraid you'll wiſh 1 had writ to vou, When my ge- 
ins had been leſs exalted, and n: ore turn'd to carthly ob- 
jets. But you may be out of pain, for I find converling 
with mortal things has a pernicious influence; I am al- 

ready deſcended, and have bid the ſtarry region: adieu. 
Without raillery, *tis too true, that the mind does not 
lrg keep its hcavenly, which is, indeed, is proper fi- 
7 tuation, and where alone it can find reſt 


I srENT a few days, ſince you ws here, at Lunge; 


m- but tho' the gardens were in their perfect order and 
beauty, and look'd like paradiſe reſtor d, I found greater 
ack charms in obſcurity and ſolitude; which I think I tho! d 
wer Wl prefer to a public life, if 'twas on no other view than 
ents 15 2 ſan-loary from the cenſure of the world, and 

es be diüngag' d from its intereſts and paſſions. An unen- 
ue retirement, without ſtanding a compe'1:or for any 
if en of the advantages that the reit of mankind purſue, 


1? Wl {ecms to be the neareſt way to peace and happincts. 
te: Like Seuche, in Don Jolin, can't reaſon long withou 
mterraption. 


Jam, &c. 


2 903 
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LETTER (III. 


To the ame. 


IX. 
wo have addreſt me with as much ſolemnity, as 
ie ſun. { I had been in holy orders. You certainly 


to tel — „ ourſelf Writing to „rs. Drummond ; v hile you 
1: reo ['am fo far from aſſo ming thoſe *: ,crior as 


oughis, Wat I have haidly the coufl dence to put myſelf in the 


and Clais 
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claſs of reaſonable creatures. All the pre-eminence } 
pretend to, is that I came into the world before you; 
and, according to the propriety of time and action, hope 
to leave it firſt, and commence the dignity of a ce. 
leſtial ſpirit ; while you are left below, a ſober plodding 
mortal, bleſſing yourſelf in the felicity of a prudent 
wife, and a houſe full of pretty, tractable children. 


Your verſes contain excellent rules for happineſs; 
but you find they had not their juſt effect on your fair 
diſciple. One would really think mankind under ſome 
fatal inchantment, that they are reſolv'd never to be 
happy by rule or method; while, as Mr. Grove ſays, 


Head warns us of the dang'rous road, 
And would our fteps recall; 
But we muſt tread, where crouds have trod, 


Ard where thy fell, we fall. 


Mr. Pope ſays juſtly enough, in his letters, that half the 
things that employ our heads deſerve not the name of 
thoughts; they are rather ſtronger dreams, impreſſiom 
on the imagination. But J have no inclination to be 
ſevere on human nature, and have ſtill the modeſty to 
put myſelf in the loweſt rank among intellectual be. 
ings, and pretend to no right to cenſure or dictate. 


I Au impatient to ſee your ſermon; the * title ha 
already byais'd me in its favour. I always have thought 
you warm in the cauſe of Chriftianity ; and for your 
peculiar notions, I am ſo far from blaming your franknel 
and ſincerity, that it appears to me a beauty in you 
character. 


9 


— 


* Chrift the Light of the World: Or, the principe 
Improvements made in R eligion by Chriſtianity, A Ser- 
mon preach d at Exon, Sept. 11, 1735. 

Bx Fo 
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BeroRE I had finiſh'd my letter, your ſermon came 
u; Wo my hands; which I have read with great ſatisfaction; 
pe nd from an implicit believer, it has half made me a 
© Wrcaſonable one; which you will think, is a ſurpriſing at- 
auß tainment for 

* Your, &c. 


LETTER CLIII. 


To * 


WovuLD fain perſuade you, and flatter myſelf, that 
my inclinations to ſolitude are not the effect of any 
ur auſterity, or vain ambition of being thought wiſer 


i 1 r better than other people. I aſpire to no character 
ws ” Whbove that of a reaſonable creature; and am content to 
, ® T on a level with other indolent mortals, who are 
4 „lng to be quiet and happy, on the moſt eaſy terms 
7 ey can find. 


Tis impoſſible for me to keep my mind in a proper 
tuation in the noiſe and hurry of public diverſions. A 


ww in of impertinent images, a ſucceſſion of follies, runs 
. oy 0 my imagination. My head is a perfect toy-ſhop, 
ka Raree-fhew ;z nor can I poſlibly baniſh from my me- 


ory a ſeries of troubleſome ideas of things to which I 
n wholly indifferent whether they ever had an exiſt- 
tee, But till the impreſſion is a little effac'd by re- 


n you 


lie and private devotions. 


Kfxrquextixc aſſemblies of pleaſure would not be 
way, as you imagine, to reconcile me to a crowd, 


ement, theſe unſeaſonable vanities will intrude on my 


— —— A 
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unleſs I could find more ſincerity practisd there. People 
ſeem, indeed, to meet with an obliging deſign to pleate 
and entertain one another, and you would think the | 

whole world in a league of friendſhip and beneficent of vil 


fices; but as ſoon as ever they are parted, the diſpuiſ: * 
falls off, and the latent maliguity breaks out in ſlander * 
or ridicule. Whatever pains has been taken by every 5 \ 

9 


ſingle perſon to recommend themſelves by dreſs, bebe 
viour, or wit, not one mortal comes away ſatisfy'd with 
any thing but himſelf. One has been too pert, another | 
too ſullen ; ſome are awkward, others hideous ; ſome x 


too old, and others too young; and nothing in nature 1 
what it ſhould be; not a beauty or blemiſh, that eſcapes by 
cenſure : So that you would think mankind born in 2 76 

an 


ſtate of hoſtility with one another, and that the end of 
thoſe public aflemblies was to pry into the faults, and 24 
expoſe the defects of their own ſpecies. 


My letter is of a decent length. 
Adin. 


LET TEN CLEIY; 
To Mrs. ARABELLA MARROW. 


NIV DANA 5 | ſuch 
Fix 'tis a hard thing for people that are quite out 
of the world, to converſe with thoſe that are in tt. 
As I am cut off from the ways of the living, and ſcem 
to exiſt in the ſtate of departed ſpirits, I know not how 
to entertain my ſurviving friends. News from the dead, 
IT fancy, would not be very agreeable to many of them; 


eſpecially to thoſe that are very well at caſe in a ſtat 
Of 
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pe of mortality, and have all the gay part of life before 
them. But ah! Madam, how ſoon will the ſoft deluding 


= viſion fly! how ſwiftly will the circling years roll on, 
= and convince you of the vanity of all your expectations 
= from this falſe world! You'll think I am very well at 
r W leiſurc, to utter theſe wiſe maxims: I don't expect you 
Ne, to believe me, but upon your own experience. 

70 I THiNx myſelf very happy, that T have writ any 
* thing capable of inſpiring ſuch noble ſentiments as thoſe 
ps of devotion mult be, in a mind form'd like Mrs. Knight's. 


"WF | find, Madam, you are a little piqu'd, that I ſhould 
Fes WF think you have no reliſh, but pur les poefies rendres & ga- 

eu. Why, to tell you the truth, Madam, I fancy 
40 people are never wile or devout in any remarkable de- 
gree, till they are married; and when once you are 
entered into that ſober ſolemn ſtate, J ſhall have the 
ſame charity for you, that I have for other people under 
thoſe grave circumſtances. | 


As for all the fine things you ſay of my wit and 
merit, take it for granted I ſubſcribe to them all, and 
give my full aſſent to them, and every thing elſe that 
can be ſaid to my advantage. I am extremely ſenſible 
what a loſs my retreat is to the world, and how much 
a perſon of my conſequence muit be miſs'd in it. I am 
afraid the graſs will cover the circle in Hyade-park, if I 
hould not make my appearance there; and if a tender 
deſpair had not turn'd me ſavage, I ſhould certainly 
tave more compaſſion for mankind, than to hide 1o 
much merit in the country ſhades. But wherever I am, 
luch worth as yours will {till poſſeſs the eſteem of 


ite Out 
e m K. Your, &c. 
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L B. FTE R UV. 
To the ſame. 


Y paſt life begins to appear like a dream to me, 
M "Tis ſo long ſince I ſaw any of my friends, that 


T almoſt fancy I never had any thing but a viſionary 
ſcene of happineſs ; and I think of Mrs. Arabella Mar. 
row only as an agreeable phantom, that once or twice 
appear'd to me between ſleeping and waking, and (a: 
the viſits of angels are ſhort) the gay deluſion ſmil'd, 
and vaniſh'd forever from my ſight. 


Bur if you are really an inhabitant of this world, [ 
believe, by this time, you are pretty well tir'd of the 
tawn, and I expect in your next, an account of your 
retreat. There is ſo little variety in life, and the repe- 
tition is ſo dull, that I am always pitying people that 
have a long ſcene to act, and envying thoſe that ina 
few years finiſh their part, and retire. 


WHen I writ to you laſt, I had reſolv'd to go to 
Bath ; but after I had nicely balanc'd the pleaſure and 
the pain, I reſolv'd to bid my agreeable friends adieu, 


and break my engagements with every earthly thing. I 


this humour I can't but repeat with conſtant pleaſure the 
ſoliloquy of Alcibiades, in the Spectator; and then, me- 
thinks, my ſoul acquires a ſort of ſelf-ſufficiency and in- 
dependence. 


I'LL juſt invoke the muſes to touch the lyre in blank 
verſe, and leave you to ſolace yourſelf at Pique? ol 
Ombre. 


Appear, ye faireſt blandi/ements of ſenſe, 

With all your boaſted charms, at once diſplay 

Il hatt'er the ſun's bright eye, in all bis round, 
| Sinet 
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Since firſt he journey d thro) the flies, has ſeen : 
Ye beauties turn'd to duſt, ye triumphs loft 

In long oblivion, put on airy forms, 

And in fantaſtic grandeur now. appear, 

That J, at once, may all your charms deſpiſe. 


You find I am got above the clouds, and ſo I leave 


you. I hope, from this elevation, you'll take it as a 
great favour, if I ſubſcribe myſelf 


0 t0 
: and 
adieu, 
ig. In 
Ire the 
1, me- 
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LETTER CV. 
To the ſame. 


Mabau, 


Horz this letter will find you in ſome interval of 

perfect leiſure, or elſe I cannot expect your forgive- 
neſs for ſo much wilful and deliberate impertinence. My 
thoughts are in ſuch a romantic ſituation in this place, 
that I am half convinc'd that every thing 1 ſee here is 
inchantment. I never venture out of my own apart- 
ment, with any ſecurity of returning to it again, but 
loſe myſelf in verdant labyrinths and flowery mazes ; 
and am often reduc'd to inquire of the firſt intelligens 
being that I meet, which is the way into my Lord 's 
houſe. But 'tis my conſolation, that this gay confuſion 


of mind is not peculiar to myſelf; for I can aſſure you, 


there are not two people in the family that are yet 
agreed to call any one thing, beſides the mount, by the 
lame name. What one reaſonable creature thinks fit to 
call a parterre, another, with a true poetical licence, 

M 3 calls 
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calls a wilderneſs; that which one, without the lea 2 he 
htation, terms a green and open ſquare, another, wi: 


full aſfurance, affirms to be a cloſe impenetrable (hae ; 
a retreat from the noon day ſun. Amidft this confuſ.c þ 
of languages, 'tis a great delight to me, to find een { 
body in as viſionary a diſpoſition as myſelf. Whcth, 0 
we are got into fairy land, or if tis the nature of tk; e 


climate that has lull'd us all into a golden dream, is 
uncertain ; but for my part, I am ſo pleas'd with the 
place and company, that I am willing to indulge th: f. 
charming madneſs, without envying the moſt fed: 


t 

reaſoner on earth. But whether you'll take my wor. 72 
or not, 'tis certain I am in my right ſenſes, M hen! I 
lubſcribe myſelf * 
Your, &c. | fre 

ap 

re! 

— i "A p m_ F. | 
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To the ſame, 


Mapa, 
Tux myſelf very happy in your good opinion; 
but tho' I do the utmoit juſtice to my own mer, 
I can't flatter myſelf that 1 deferve your eſteem — 
This ſentence looks as if it was borrow'd out of th: 
Academy of C:mpliments ; but, without vanity, I can a: 
ſure you 'tis my own. 


— 


THe news of your illneſs is a very fenſible afflicti- 
to me; I find my letters are not the only Moments 
you bave of mortality. With regard to yourſelf, I thin: 
it could be no great diſadvantage to you, to quit th? I 
world ſo early. To die in the pride of life, ard ein- yo 


* 


pinion a 
mein, 
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the ſplendor of youthful virtue, has ſomething more 
glorious in it, than to languiſh out the dregs of life, 
in the exerciſe of no virtue but patience. But as yon 
have all the gay part of life before you, and have 
ſome ſoft engagement to this world, I am not ſur- 
priz'd at the reluctance you find to make iuch an early 
exit. 


You would think me too reſign'd in parting with my 
friends, if I ſhould tell you, it 15 not worth your while 
to make a farther trial of any earthly enjoyment : How- 
erer your own experience will be the ſtrongeſt convic- 
tion, and a few circling years will give you a full de 
monſtration of the vanity of all your gay expectations 
from this falſe world. Indeed, I would have you diſ- 
appointed, and can't wiſh you perfe&tly happy and at 
reſt here; not from any ill-will or malignity in my tem- 
per, but for fear it ſhould ſtop your purſuit after more 
laſting aud ſuperior joys. 


Ir I appear more ſtoical than J ought on this occaſion, 
'tis becauſe T apprehend you are in no danger; and I 
hope to leave you long behind me, poſſeſs'd of as much 
happineſs as dreams and ſhadows can give you, 


Adica. 


ENT TEN. Lon. 
To the ſame. 


Mavant, 


155 extremely oblig'd to you, for the account of 
your travels. A view of thoſe fine proſpects in 
your deſcription, is much more agregable to my tem- 

M 4 per, 
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per, than being at the pains of ſeeing them any other 
way ; while I am perſuaded your images of them are 
more beautiful and entertaining than the things you de. 
ſcribe. 


My Lady has given me an account of Mr. 
's death. She ſpeaks of it in a manner that 
gives me the higheſt eſteem for her virtue, and the hu. 
manity of her temper: Jo make ſuch juſt reflection: 
on life and its vanities, in the pride of youth, and gay- 
ett circumſtance of fortune, is very uncommon. But 
nothing gives me a greater opinion of her wit, and 
the elegance of her taſte, than the value ſhe has for 
your converſation, You know I am very ſincere; as J 
bave no dependence, I am patt all ceremony with the 
world. Since Mr. Rowe's death, I have had neither 
hopes nor fears; but am in a ſtate of abſolute inlifte. 
rence with regard to the events of this world. I have 
eaſe and plenty to the extent of my wiſhes, and can 
form no defires but what my father's indulgence would 
procure; and I have nothing to aſk of Heaven beyond 
the good old man's life. The perfect ſanctity of his 
character, with the benevolence of his temper, makes 
bim a refuge to the widow and fatherleſs. The people 
follow him with their bleſſings and prayers, when he 
goes abroad ; which he ſeldom does, but with a deſign 
to reconcile ſome difference, or to right the irjured 
and oppreſs'd. "The reſt of his hours are intirely ſpent 
in his private devotion, or books, which are his only 
diverſions. But I forget myſelf, and acknowledge, it 
would be more a-propos to entertain you with the charms 
of ſome handſome young fellow, or the drefs and equi- 
page of a beau, than with the moral virtues and tem- 
perance of hermits and philoſophers. 
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tells me you are in a conſtant hurry 
I ſuppoſe you do not 


Lavy 
pf company in Marabiciſbire. 


know that you deſerve my compaſſion ; but I can't help 


beſtowing it upon you. With all the graces of your 
: perſon, 


E 
— 
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perſon, the charms of your wit and addreſs, or all be- 
fides that mortality can boaſt, I would not be in your 
circumſtances. O rather 


Bear me, fome god, to Hæmus' dewy top, 


or to mount Atlas, or to the wilds of 4/ica, or any 
other ſavage wilderneſs on earth ! O bear me 


Far from the noiſy follies of the great, 

The tireſome farce of ceremontous ſlate, 

Far from the thought: ſs crowd, who laugh, and play, 
And dance, and ſing, impertinently gay, 
Their ſhort, ineſtimable hours awway ! 


Ix the humour I am now indulging, you will cer- 
tainly think a deſart the moſt proper place for 


n Your, &C. 


þ LET TEN G. 


ly To Mrs. ARABELLA MARROW. 


To be deliver'd to her after my deceaſe. 


OW lafting are the ties of reaſon and virtue! T 
expect to breathe but a few days longer, or at 
* uemoſt, but a few weeks, and in dying, give you this 


'&!t1mony of my friendſhip : A friendſhip, that I am not 
| Kam'd to carry with me into the ſacred regions of 
wa ant and love. Had my affection been founded on any 


| hi 
on, M 3 [4 ing 
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tuing bat real merit, it muſt have expir'd, at a time 
wlen all other advantages are inſigniſicant. I find an 
uncommon pleaſure in employing ſome of the laſt mo- 
ments of my life in converſing with a perſon of your 
Juſt ſentiments, I find a more than ordinary good-will 
and tenderneſs for my acquaintance from whom I am 
vow parting : The gentle paſſions of my foul are all 
awaken'd, and ſeem prepar'd for the peaceful regions 
to which I am now going. I have had ſo many ſymp- 
toms of an apoplexy of late, that I verily believe thi; 
mortal frame is ſinking, and the duſt is returning to 
duſt from whence it came: But methinks I feel the n. 


bler powers of my ſoul kindling into lite and immo; 1 
tality. of t 
Sure there's a [fo within, that reigns - 
O'er the dull current of my veins 3 rerſ: 
F feel the inward pulſe beat high with 
IVith vig'rous immortality, dier 
The ſoul —"tis of the hea uly Kind, * 
Nor form'd of fire, or earth, or wind; 
From all the laaus of matter free, 
From all we feel, and all ave ſec, 
She ſtands eternally diſtiuct, and muſt forever be. 
/ is oo ko Re ed JO WP ON OG. 
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To Mrs. 


Manram, 
M Y ſatisfactions in this world are confin'd to very 


narrow limits; and as your letters and eſſays are 
among thoſe few entertainments, I can't but complain, 
that you will not let me ſee the paper you promis'd to 
end. 


Tur melancholy account you gave in your laſt letter, 
of the ill ſtate of your health, gives me a great ſolici- 
tude for you; tho” I am convinc'd it yields you a ſerene 
and pleaſant proſpet. I never recall your retir'd con- 
verſation, in ſome of the charming walks at L 
without fancy ing myſelf, in that moment, wiſer and hap- 
pier than before; but I dare not promiſe myſelf a re- 
turn of thoſe ſatisfactions, 'till we meet in the ever— 
blooming fields of paradiſe. 


The bli/iful plains, 
Where pleaſure in its gayeſt triumph reigns. 


Pops ever-young, unmiæx d with pain or fear, 
Fill the xwide circle of th' eternal year, 

Stern evinter ſmiles on that auſpicious lime, 

T he fields are florid with unfading prime. 
From the bleak pale no winds inclement blow, 
Dold the round hail, or flake the ficecy ſnoxe 2 
But. from the breezy deep the bleſt inhale 

The fragrant murmurs of the weſtern gale, 
The firmamecnt wwith living ſplendors glows, 
And on immortal thrones the bleſt repeſe. 


x aÞþ [his deſcription I borrow'd from Mr. Pope; and this 


gay ſcheme is, I believe, ſuited to your taſte, tio? I am 
afraid 
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aſiaid it would not be at all agreeable to the revererd de 
Mr. 's ſagacity; to whom I beg you wil! give 25 
my ſervice. I confeſs, theſe flowery ſcenes ſeem to be an 
the leaſt circumſtances of immortal bliſs: But in whx th 
its greateſt elevation conſiſts, never enter'd into the heat ſo! 
of man to conceive. of 
| ſet 

Make haſte, ye ling*ring hours, * 

To bring the promis d joy! © it 

| fla 

THERE is no ſpell confines me to this place, bu itſe 
the brevity of human life; which would have made nr fan 
content, on whatever ſpot of earth deſtiny had dre the 
me. I could never have been plac'd in a more vac ef 
fituation, without any thing to pleaſe, or moleſt me; the 


which in the concluſion of life is a great advantage. MW gra 
principal concern is now, that I may paſs the fatal dat ing 
neſs without conſternation, 


I aw ignorant whether heavenly, or earthly love is: 
preient your governing paſſion ; if the laſt, this gras 
ſubje& may perhaps come unſeaſonably, and the lorg 
life of the happy antediluvians might have been a mor: 
agreeable theme. 


Jan, &c. 


a” 
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LETTER CEXI. 


To Mrs. . 

OU obferve very juſtly, religion does inſtru 
Y mankind to act a becoming part in every peric 
of human life; but ſtill piety looks like a n f 
ain 
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declining years, and people ſeem to be reduc'd to it, 
as a ſanctuary; goodneſs then has an air of neceſſity, 
and does not appear half ſo free and voluntary, as in 
the bloom of life. And this, Madam, is the happy ſea- 
ſon you have choſen to recommend the ſacred dictates 
of Chriſtianity, while the ſpirit and gracefulneſs of youth 
ſets off every virtue. Be it eaſy or ſevere, tis ſtill be- 
coming, and attracts the ſpectator's love and imitation ; 
it ſtrikes the ſenſes as well as the ſoul. The heavenly 
fame mingles with the luſtre of the eyes, and makes 
itſelf viſible in the vivacity of a youthful face. The 
ſanctity of thought reveals itſelf in the modeſt aſpect, 
the guiltleſs and unaffected ſmile. The mind, conſcious 
of nothing but good-will and gentle diſpoſitions, gives 
the ſignal of its beneficence by a thouſand nameleſs 


graces peculiar to the advantage of youth and bloom- 
ing life. 


I nave made your compliments to Mrs. 


| and obey'd your commands, in recommerding Biſhop 


Hepkins's ſermons to her ; but to no more purpoſe, than 
if I had perſuaded her to peruſe a treatiſe of naviga- 
tion, She thinks it a greater toil to read twenty ſer- 
mons, than Alexander would have had to conquer twenty 
worlds, if he had known where to find them. A folio 
of divinity is certainly a dead weight in a fine lady's 
hands, and much more heavy and unmanageable than 


| Cilia, or any other romance of the ſame bulk. 


1 am, &c. 


LETTER 
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ES-3T6N CLAN. 
To Mr. — 


SIX, | 
* OU are too partial to my writings of any kind, 


and I am atraid my letters will ſoon convince 
you how much you have deceiv'd yourſelf, in the value 
you ſeem to ſet on my correſpondence. My way «© 
life is ſo retir'd, that I am ignorant of every thing tha: 
paſſes in the buſy world, and can inform my friends of 
no events nor changes, but what occur in the rural ſcene; 
and tic variety of nature, If I live 'till December, | 
may be able to inform you that the waters are turn'd t 
ice; or in i, that the ground is cover'd with cow- 
ſlips and daiſies: Dat I am not poſitive that this im. 
portant intelligence will very much improve or diver: 
you. | 


Prxsoxs of the greateſt merit are generally mol. 
difident of themſei. es. There can be no other reaſon 
for your anxiety in writing to me. Criticiſm is not my 
talent, nor inclination ; and I am pleas'd that you te. 
member any part of my converſation, that mad a ten- 
dency to clear me from the imputation of ſuch a diſagree 
able character. The beautie, of temper and action i 
human life, delight and charm me; while its blemiſhes 
give me a very mortifying proſpect, eſpecially when | 
conſider myſelf liable to the ſame follies. 


Your commands to me to write a long letter ar? 
very obliging ; but 'tis a happineſs for you, as well a. 
the reſt of my correſpondents, that my impertinence i 
limited by the ſize of my paper to pretty narrow bound 
and that 'tis as great a fatigue to me to write a long let 
ter, as it would be to you to read it. | 

| I am, XC. 
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LETTER cXXII. 


To the ſame. 
, 


Have an inclination to write to yon, and yet I 
| could not have choſen a more unlucky interval. 
My head ſeems perfectly vacant, without either bright 
or gloomy ideas, void of hopes or fears. I his ſeems 
to be an unhappy, and is perhaps a criminal inſenſibility; 
and I often lament it as one of the miſeries of mortality, 
that the mind can remain in ſuch an indolence, in the 
view of things of eternal conſequence, unmov'd at the 
uncertainty of future happineſs, or miſery ; while the 
important hour is advancing, that mult decide this grand 
event. 


Ino you are, before this, perfectly recover'd from 


your indiſpoſition. 1 have a real ſympathy with Mrs. 


„ for the concern your diſorder muſt give 
her ; tho', with regard to yourſelf, death can have no- 
thing threateni ing or gloomy ; and ſuch early piety as 
yours, generally, "makes a graceful exit, whatever loſs the 
public ſuffers by it. But 1 hope your life will long be 
continu'd an example of virtue to an impious age. 


You have favour'd me with the moſt agreeable em- 
ployment in the world, to convey your generoſity to 
Mr. I here is an exquiſite pleaſure in ſoften- 
ing the cares and ſupplying the neceſſities of a perſon 


of merit; and ſtill the joy is heighten'd, in raiſing a 
thought of gratitude in a pious mind to the Supreme 


BenefaQtor : Nor can I help aſking with a tender ſur— 
prize, why am I free and independent, while one of fo 
much greater virtue is ſtraiten'd and depreis'd ? 


But who foall a th* Eternal Ruler, why 
Hi favours thus unmerited are plac d? 


n 2. 


of LTETTRRES 


Mas. 's invitation and care for my recep. but 
tion is exceeding obliging ; but nothing is more uncer- fron 
tain than my being in town. I have ſuch an averſion lapſe 


to every thing that looks like fatigue, and find in my- 
felf ſuch a propenſity to indulge the tranquility of my 
temper, that tis a thouſand to one, if I ſtir from the 
place where I am. 


A THousAND bleſſings attend you! 


V 
1 am, &c. anſw 
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LETTER CLXIYV. 
To the. ſame. 


SIR, 


Have felt your affliction with all the tenderneſs and 

ſympathy of friendſhip, and am equally affected with 
joy, at the news of Mrs. 's recovery. I hope 
ſhe will long be a bleſſing to you, and a bright example 
of virtue, in this diſſolute age; where diverſion and a $1 
giddy round of amuſement, ſeem to baniſh every thing | 
that is ſerious or rational. But ſatire is not my talent, 
I am conſcious: of too many follies of my own, to ſet 


or bow li 
up for a cenſurer of the manners of the age. How- WW: li 

» BY . . Atuatio 
ever, I can't ſay you have ſtrain'd your charity, in be- —＋ 


eving that I had rather hear the muſic of the ſpheres, Ion 1 
than Farinelli's Cantata's; and that, of the two, I had tan® 
rather be among the angels, than crowded with the peers FF... * 
Sp . ; Wdride, | 
and peereſſes of Great Britain, admiring Mrs. Porter 3 3 


graceful action. . 


Ho v 


ane, a 


"Tis not a very eaſy tranſition from Mrs. Porter to 


Dr. Watts ; but I am fincerely glad of his mT ; 
| 
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but my tranquility will not be complete, till I hear 
. from you, that Mrs. is pait danger of a re- 
n kpſe, and confirm'd in her health. 


y May blooming health ſtill ſmile apon her face, 
© And all the joys that ſacred virtue gives, 
Brighten her mind, and crown her future years ! 


You need not make an excuſe for feuding a ſpeedy 
anſwer to any of my letters ; it will always be an obli- 
gation. Whatever liberties I take, I would not corrupt 
other people by the example of my indolence. 


' I rind I have a little crampt my genius, for want 
of room 3 but next time you ſhall have more white 
paper, if nothing ele. | 


— 3 
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LETTER - CEXV. 


To the ſame. 
4 

OUR good opinion, inſtead of raifing my va- 
nity, gives me a ſecret confuſion ; while I reflect 

bow little I deſerve it. Were my mind in that ſuperior 
* ituation you imagine, I ſhould be very happy; but your 
iter (in the moſt polite manner) rather tells me what 

* | ought to be, than what I really am; and I hope I 
hall make that uſe of it: Tho', as Dr. Warts ſays, 


"= pride, that active iniquity, is never at reſt ; whether I 
8 I to do with God or man, it beſets me on every 
5 However agreeable a retir'd life may be to your 
but Ne, a perſon of your good ſenſe and piety will be 


more 
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more profitable to the public by an active life ,. Y 
amples of truth and juſtice are too rare, to with chen fre 1 
conceal'd in an idle retirement, vaſtly 


Br pleas'd to make my compliments to Mrs., 
and tell her, my being in town is uncertain ; but if | 
am, and have power to follow my inclinations, I {.;! 
ſpend ſome part of my time with her: Some gere . ) 
and friendly impulſe fatters me with a great deal oil 4; 
pleaſure in her converſation. But I would forbid nx K % 
{elf expecting any perfect enjoyment either from locie; 
or ſolitude. At a diſtance, the ſylvan ſhades ſerm 1 
be the reſidence of innocence and peace; but in ti 
degencrate ſtate, guilt and folly will intrude on 
moſt retir d manner of life. And vet I muſt. own, : 
there is any happineſs below the Rars, it confits in 1 
freedom from the hurry and cenſure of the world, v $ 7 
the mind may devote all its bright and ſerene intern 
to Heaven. 


b faction 
Hua happy is the holy hermit's lot ! Wa 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot. onſide 
Eternal ſun ine of the ſpotleſs mind ! look 
Each pray'r acccptcd, end each wihh refign'd; — 
Deſires compos d, aſtections ever even, | | Tis 
Tears that delight, and ſighs that wafſt to header. Mou a f 
O grace divine ! O virtue heac'nly fair ! and t 
Divine oblivion of Ioxv-thoughted care ! Jam in 
Fre/p-blooming hope, gay daughter of the ſy ! 8 
And faith, our early immortality ! ver, 1 
Enter each miid, each amicable gueſt : now, 
Receive and wrap me in eternal reſt ! hat | a 
th m. 
Tusk lines are borrow'd from Mr. Pepe, ate hre m 
wiſh I was ſenſible of their energy, While I te, 
chem; but I am afraid theſe thoughts are rather fi! Ma 
of poetry than devotion. d graf 


V 
+ 
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7 You need not excuſe your want of method; your 
wn fne turn of thought, and eaſy manner of expreſſion, is 
vaſtly preferable to all the pedantry of rules. 


Jam, &C, 


LET ER CLAYL 


To the ſame. 

STR, 
HE news your leiter brovght me of your ſafe 
return to your family, gave me a ſincere ſatiſ- 
faction, both on your own account, and Mrs. _——'$, 
whom I often remember'd with anxiety and compaſſion, 
onſidering how the roads were infeſted with robbers, 
look on your ſafety as the peculiar care of provi- 
dence. 


| *T1s a ſort of mortification to me, to delay writing to 
en. Mou a few poſts; but I am unwilling you ſhould com- 
and too much of my attention; for after I have writ, 
am impatient for an anſwer. Your friendſhip ſeems 
0 make a part of my happineſs ; but 'tis a happineſs 
o refin'd, that I hope it will be immortal, How- 
ver, I muſt humble your vanity ſo far, as to let you 
now, I am talking the ſame language to Mrs. A 
hat I am dictating to you. Be pleas'd to preſent her 
th my acknowledgments for the pleaſure her ſociety 


, ance me: I am perfectly charm'd with her character. 
| re; | 
er e May Heaven aſſent to your pious wiſhes for me; 


d grant that I, the leaſt of all ſaints, may at the laſt 
{ummons3 


—. 
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fummons ſpring triumphant from my duſty bed, und + 
number'd. with the glittering aſſembly ! 


There let we wie with all the hoſt, 
In duty and in bliſs ; 
While leſs than nothing I ſhall beeft, 


And vanity confeſs, 
| Dr. Warr: I 


Turs ought always to be in my view; and if ye; 
knew the natural vanity of my temper, you would nf 79-1 
ſay ſo many fine things that might indulge it. Hon Lye; 
ever, I would be on my guard, and defire to make , 37,1 
uſe of the partiality of my friends, but the intereſt a 
religion, and the glory of my Redeemer. 


T return you my thanks for the ſermons you ſent me; 
they are worthy of Dr. Watts's excellent pen. I ha 
juſt read the E/ay on Reaſon ; tis writ by Mr. Han 
and is very fine. Mr. Pope's Satire on Women is mo 
mild than I expected; and if well us'd, may reform d 


ſex, dd to 
| | tha 

I mvsT bid you adieu; it will be prudence in ſat frie 
to manage my ſtock of thought, that you may not df m 
cover the inward vacancy too ſoon. ectio 


May attending angels conduct you in the ſacred pu 
of peace and virtue 
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To the ſame. 


WW 7 ENI confider life, "tis all a cheat, 

Yet, fooPd with hope, men favour the deceit, 
Truſt on, and think to-morrow will repay 
To-morrow's falſer than the former day, 
Hes more, and when it ſays we ſhall be Bleſt 
dei With ſome new joy, cuts off what we poſſeſt. 


Mr. Dzxypex. 


Tuts is the picture of human life; when we view 


[ ha WM without a connexion to the next permanent ſcene, 
Hang and future pleaſures have but an imaginary being. 
mon have been taking ſome pains to reaſon myſelf into a 
rm tte of indolence, and endeavouring to put a full pe- 


dd to all expectation of happineſs below the ſtars. 
|| that deſerves the name of happineſs on earth, is 
t friendly impreſſion, which real merit makes on vir- 
ous minds ; but that ſtamp is immortal, and will reach 
ection in the bliſsful regions above. 


Your poetical deſcription has ſet the beauties of 
ure in a full proſpe& before my imagination. I am 
xd you met with ſuch variety of romantic ſcenes 
your rambles ; but the brighteſt appearances in na- 
cannot excite my envy, or raiſe my curioſity. 


By what Tue liv'd, I plainly know 
The tatal ſum of all below, 
TE 


Werz 
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Were I permitted to make my tour among the 
ſtarry worlds, I ſhould leave you very gladly to make 
the beſt of whatever enjoyment the ſea or dry land could 
give you. 


Dox'T ak me to meet you at Oxford, that you ma: 
ſpare me the pain of a refuſal ; which will be mor: 
tormenting to mylelf than to you. 


'F 


ORIGINAL 


PO E M 8, 


re AND 


TRANSLATIONS, 
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BY 
Mr. THOMAS ROWE. 
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Nan haec ſunt edita ab ills ; 
Sed quaſi de domini frunere rapta ſui, 
Jicguid in his igitur vitii rude carmen habelit, 


Emendaturus, ft licuiſſet, erat. Ovid. 


| LONDON: 
IN Printed in the Year MDCCXLLX. 


Verſes to the memory of 
Mr. THoMas Rowe. 


Occoſioned by Mr. Rowe's Lives being tran/- 

lated into French by the learned Abbe Bel- 
lenger, and publiſhed at Paris and Amſter— 
dam with Monſicur Dacier's tranſlation of 
Plutarch. 


Nunquem ege, te vita Hater amabilior, 
Aſpiciam poſthac ? at certè ſemper amabo, 


Semper maſla tus carmina nirie legam. 


CATULL., 


FriEND! O brother! can thy dear-lov'd name 
Riſe to my view, nor pious ſorrow claim ? 
O early fled to thy congenial ſkies, 

ter I could know thy matchleſs worth to prize 

Now ripen'd judgment gives that werth to ſee, 

ind next a father loſt, I mourn for thee ; 

kor thee, whoſe friendſhip had that loſs ſupply'd, 

In youth my guardian, and in age my guide, 

hy voice had taught to bend my ſtubborn will, 

rd me to good, and warn'd my wiſh from ill. 


Vor. II. N While 


weed - 
—— 


— — 
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While Virtue, in thy life to ſight confeſt, #5 
With heav*nly charms had vanquiſh'd all my breaſt, 
With borrow'd vigour I had learn'd to tread | 
'The path ſhe points, by thy example led ; 

Now, my guide loſt, I trace the arduous way 

With feeble ſtep, and ſcarce forbear to ſtray. 

O friend! O brother! — but why thus again 

Will theſe dear names my tortur'd mem'ry pain? 
Forever gone, thou wilt not leave the ſkies, 

For friendſhip's wild complaints, or nature's cries. 
Ah! what avail'd with ſtudious toil t' explore 

What ancient ſcience taught, or modern lore, 

Since not the treaſur'd ſtores of wiſdom ſave 

The laurel'd head from the devouring grave ! 

Vet if, bleſt ſpirit, minds celeſtial know N 
To joy at honours paid their names below, 

Hear Philomela's ſtrains rehearſe thy praiſe, 

While ev'ry muſe inſpires the moving lays ; 

Lays that ſhall laſt, while virtue boalts to warm 

The gen'rous breaſt, or ſacred verſe can charm : te 
And ſee thy works thro' foreign nations known, 

France marks their worth, and makes thy Lives her ow: 

And conſcious of their right to equal fame, WM 
The rival volume joins with P/utarch's name. e 


THEOPHILUsS Rows, 


SEVERAL Occasons. 


— 


— 


HoRACE, Book I. Ode xii. imitated. 


1708, 
TOWN CLIO, heav'n born muſe! what happy 
man, 
Or godlike hero, ſhall thy well-tun'd 
3 harp, 


Or pipe ſhrill- ſounding celebrate? Or if 
| loftier theme delight thee, ſay what God 

hall Echo, pleaſing babler, taught by thee, 

ng in the ſhades of Helicon, or Pind, 

r Hæmu ſacred mount? where Orpheus, ſkill'd 

arts maternal, liſt' ning rivers ſtopt 


) EM 
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- 


= — — — —ͤ—— — . 


268 Portms on ſeveral occaſions, 


In their ſwift courſes, lull'd the winds to filence, 80 
And made the ſtubborn oaks attentive move Ny 
To aukward dances their unwieldy limbs. 


Wurax better can the pious muſe begin, 
Than with the univerſal Father's praiſe ? 
Who rules the pow'rs above, and men below, 
The earth's wide plains, the ſea's unbounded waves, 
And laws to all the vaſt creation gives, 

With undiſputed ſway ; himſelf ſecure 

Of own'd preheminence ; nor equa! knows, 
Nor aught that may deſerve a ſecord place. 
Vet Pallas next our adoration claims ; 
Immortal maid, in arts and arms ſupreme : 
Bacchus, the ſoft amuſer of our cares, 
With Ladia's conqueſt proud: Diana, foe 
To beaſts untam'd : Apollo, tuneful God; 
Able alike to give the wretched life 

By potent herbs, and villains certain death 
By never-erriny darts, command our lays. 


Nos ever ſhall the grateful mufe forget 
Alcides, matcehleſs hero; nor the Tavins, 
Whom Lede bore to Fowe ; this ſkill'd to tame 
The fiery co:fer, this in fight untam'd 
Both by the mariners rever'd : for ſoon 
As their auſpicious ſtar adorns the ſkies, 
The foaming waters trickle from the rocks, 
The winds retire in whiſpers ; blackeſt clouds, 
That erſt portended ſtorms, divide, and leave 
A pleaſing day, and ev'ry threat ning wave 
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o will the Gods! ſo unreſiſted fate) 
Sinks to a calm, and ſleeps upon the ſeas. 


Wuar next forbids to ſing Britanna's chiefs, 
In war and peace illuſtrious? Brutus firſt, 
Sire of the nation; Egbert, pow'rful prince, 
source of a thouſand kings; Normannia's duke, 
an eaſy, and a rightful conqueror 
Of realms his own : Or ſhall I thoſe record, 
Who born beneath a throne, to ditant climes 
| Extended Britain's glory, and their own ? 
7 albot, a name {till dreaded by the Gaul : 
Varwick, ſure puniſher of perjur'd kings, 
Who play'd with crowns, and toſs'd the gilded trifles 
To whom he pleas'd, deſpiſing them, as far 
Beneath his own acceptance: Dew'reux, long 
By great Elixa favour'd, loſt at aſt 
By wiles of ſtateſmen, and heroic crimes. 
Who can enough or Vere, or Cãndiſb praiſe ? 
Or Drake, Tberia's ſcourge ? him poverty 
Paternal, and a youth inur'd to hardſhips, 
ted for vaſt exploits, and taught to gain, 
by merit, honours fortune had deny'd. 
hro' ev'ry age the Ru//c/'s patriot race 
dies in fame. The bright Naſowian tar 
nines with tranſcendent ſplendor, and excels 
Al leſſer lights, as Phebe thoſe of heav'n. 


FATHER and guardian of the human race, 
/iMzpring of Saturn, who by fate's decree 
ipoſeſt Anna's deſtiny ; preſerve 
ky precious charge, extend her glorious ſway. 
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May ſhe acknowledge thee alone ſuperior, 
Nor have on earth an equal: If ſhe drives 
From her realm's limits the invading Gaul, 

Or on the hoſtile land due vengeance takes, 
Haughty in well-got ſpoils ; ſtill under thee 
May ſhe in mildneſs happy nations rule. 

Do thou Olympus with thy chariot ſhake ;, 
Then juſtly on thy foes and ours, incens'd, 
Dart forked lightning, make deſtruction ceaſe, 
And bleſs the ſinking world with laſting peace. 


T1BULLUS, Book I. Elegy iii. Wh; 


HILE you, Mala, with your warlike train, 
In haughty triumph plow the ſubject main, Ard 

Me my hard fate in realms unknown detains, That 
Thro' all my frame a dire diſtemper reigns, | 
And very hardly life itſelf remains, 
O could my pray'rs obtain a ſhort reprieve ! 
Would the grim tyrant a kind reſpite give! 
I have no mother here to cloſe my eyes, 
And grace with pious tears my obſequies ; 
No ſiſter, who in looſe, diſhevel'd har, 
Ard all the pomp of deſolate deſpair, 
Should ſhed rich ſpices at my ſepulchre: 
Nor Delia's here, whoſe preſence could create 
Health and new life, each raging pain abate, 
And reconcile my ſoul to all the ills of fate. 


— 
— —ä — 
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che, e'er I went, ſought ev'ry pow'r above, 

Ard ev'ry pow'r ſeem'd gracious to her love; 

All poke a ſafe return, yet ſtill ſhe fear'd, 

And tender anguiſh in her looks appear d; 

Tears from her eyes in briny torrents fell, 

And ſighs, in riſing, choak'd her laſt farewel. | 
too oft” ſought pretexts for my delay; 


Foul birds and baleful omens ſtopt my way, 
Or ſtars averſe, or Saturn's luckleſs day. 
Oft' I return'd, a longer time to wait, | 
Mov'd by ill-boding ſtumblings at the gate. 74 
2 8 Taught by my harms, let men with caution move, 
2 f 
* Nor tempt the wrath of unconſenting love. [ 
What is thy %s, Delia, now to me! | 
Or what the fruit of thy vain piety ? 
What have I gain'd from all thy widow'd nights, 
Giv'n all to her, and ſtoln from our delights ? 
un, vet, Goddeſs, fave ! exert thy healing pow'r, 
And to loſt health a finking wretch reſtore ! | 
That Delia may before thine altars bow, | 


Perform in pious gratitude her vow, 

And oft, with hair unbound, in artful lays, | 
Among thy Pharian crowd, may chaunt thy praife ; | 
When I to my poor houſhold Gods return, | 

And monthly incenſe to my Lares burn. 

O for that age of innocence again, 

That bleſt the world in good old Saturn's refen ! 

Fer the diviſions of the earth were known, 

Or men, for foreign lands, deſpis'd their own. 

While the tall pine yet on the mountain ſtood, 

| The ſafe, unenvy'd monarch of the wood, 


— . rr co 
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Not yet cut down, and taught on ſeas to brave 

The rage of ev'ry wind, and ev'ry wave: 

For yet no mariner, for ſordid gain, 

Diſturb'd the quiet of the watry reign. 

The ox, unyok'd, might thro' the paſtures ſtray ; 

Nor the tough bits taught horſes to obey. 

No doors ſecur'd the houſes yet, nor bounds 

To private uſe confin'd the fruitful grounds, 

Soft honey from the ſolid oaks diſtill'd: 

The ſheep, that rang'd unguarded o'er the field, | 

Unſouglit, to ev'ry hand their ſwelling dugs would ( 
yield. * 


Nor fell debate, taught mortals to engage, 
Nor broke the calm repoſe that bleſt the peaceful age. 
Now, under 7owe, reign rapine, ſlaughter, hate, 


No thirſt of empire, no ambitious rage, | 


And wars, and ſtormy ſeas, and thouſand forms of fate. 


O ſpare, great Sire! I never falſly ſwore, 
Blaſphem'd thy awful name, nor dar'd thy pow'r. 
But if the fatal, deſtin'd hour is come, 
While number d with Meſſala' martial train, 
The toils of land, and dangers of the main 
Tibullus prov'd ; by early fate opfre/t, 
Beneath this humble tomb his ajhes rot. 
But me, love's Queen, her ever-faithful ſlave, 
Will ſtill protect, and cheriſh in the grave; 
She bleſt me living, and will guard me dead, 
And to th' Bin fields her conſtant vot'ry lead. 
Bright ſcene of endleſs bliſs ! where feather'd throngs, 


With ſlender throats repeat melodious ſongs. 


Tb' un 


—— 


Are. 


Po EMS on feveral occaſions, 273 


Th' unlabour'd meads ſpontaneous Caſſia bear; 
And purple roſes flouriſh round the year. 

Join'd with ſoft nymphs, the ſhepherds dance and play, 
And ſport a glad eternity away. 

Mirth and gay joys reign o'er the bliſsful ſpace, 
And youth immortal ſmiles in ev'ry face. 
Unhappy lovers, by ſtern fortune's hate, 

And the rough hand of unrelenting fate, 

Snatck'd ſudden from their joys, are doubly bleſt, 
With myrtle wreaths diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt. 
Far from theſe regions of unmix'd delight, 


| Hid in thick ſhades of everlaſting night, 


Are the dire manſions and ſevere abodes, 

Sacred to vengeance and infernal Gods: 

Round the fad ſeats ſulphureous waters roar, 

Vaſt Cerb'rus barks before the brazen door; 

Ti/iphone, with inaky treſſes crown'd, 

Laſhes the flying criminals around, c 
And with the dreadful noiſe the gloomy caves reſound. 
Ii there, whole inſolence durſt move 

To impious fires the royal bride of Jobe, 


| F:x'd on his reſtleſs wheel, while endleſs years 


Purſue their courſe, the whirling vengeance bears, 


Jicrus extended o'er nine acres lies, 


And daily food to rav'nous birds ſupplies; 
And Tantalus, with ſeeming plenty curſt, 
Sees waters court his lips, yet dies for thirſt, 
There juſtly ſuffer Danaus' curſed race, 


The horror and the hate of all the diſmal place; 


Who braving love, and Fymen's ſacred rites, 


Could ay their huſbands on their nuptial nights. 


N 5 Thers 
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There may the wretches howl, whoe'er they be 
Who wiſh'd ill- fortune to my loves and me; 
That I might from my Delia wander far, 
Thro' all the hardſhips of a tedious war! 

But thou, my love, thy conſtancy retain, 

And true to me, and thy own vows remain; 
In ſafe retirement my long abſence mourn, 

Nor form a wiſh for joy, till my return. 

Let thy. old faithful nurſe be ever by, 

The ancient guardian of thy chaſtity ; 


* 


Whoſe tales may chaſe the ling' ring ſhades away, 


And lull thy ſorrows *till the dawning day. 
Sudden [I'll come, as to thy wiſhes giv'n, 

And ſent by fome ſtrange miracle from heav'n; 
Then thou, my Delia, with an haity pace, 
Run unadorn'd and looſe to my embrace. 


When, when, ye pow'rs, will that bright morning ie, 


To paint with livelier red the caſtern ſkies, 
Which ending all my griefs and dire alarms, 
Shall give my Delia to my longing arms? 
Propitious Heav'n, all obſtacles remove; 


And let me die, at leaſt, with the dear nymph I love 


Iz 


ED 


A1 
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* An ODE 1 VIRTUE. 


I 


ELESTIAL Virtue, offspring of the ſky, 
For thee alone I touch the trembling ftring ; 
Aſſiſt thy modeſt votary, 
And take the humble incenſe that I bring : 
Excuſe at leaſt the doubtful ſong, 
While mortal lays the lofty ſubje& wrong. 


IT. 


Tu charms, bright Virtue, all mankind confeſs ; 
And ev'n the monſter Vice, 

When ſhe th* unpractis'd ſinner would entice, 

To meet his firſt attempt ſhe borrows thy addrefs, 
Is baſhful yet and nice, 

A virgin delicacy ſeems to wear : 

For ſhould her own deformity 

Without diſguiſe appear, 


What doating wretch but would the terror fly ? 
What 


— — 


— a. — 


— 


* By a letter of Mrs. Reowwe's, which has lately fallen 
into the hands of the Editor, it occaſiozally appears, 
that tho' ſhe took a pleaſure in having this ode aſcribed 
to Mr. Rcave, yet it was, in truth, written by herſelf : 
But the preſent edition was too far advanced in the preſs, 
do permit this error to be rectified in its due place. 


1 
69 


——— 


270 Por us u ſeveral occaſions. 


What deſp'rate fool, ſſiould ſhe unveil her face, 
Would tempt perdition, for the curſt embrace? 


III. 


Par cnolxc times in great examples ſhew 

What human minds, inſpir'd by thee, can do. 

By gen'rous principles and honour led, 

The lovely H/ian, in his blooming age, 
Refus'd the fond Egyptian's bed, 

And ſtedfaſtly repuls'd her am'rous rage. 


IV. 


Wuen ancient Tanis in her glory ſtood, 
Proud of her palmy groves and facred flood ; 
Which gently flowing from its heav'nly ſource, 
Enrich'd her level borders with its courſe : 
Vaſt pyramids, with elevated heads, 
Pointed the plains, and ſtretch'd their ſpiral ſhades 
To diſtant woods, and far-extended meads. 
Rich Theter, devoted to the God of day, 
Stood, like her own reſplendent planet, gay. 
The lofty domes with golden luſtre ſhone, 
An hundred gates adorn'd the pop'lous town ; 
The buildings all were rais'd with wond'rous coſt, 
With ſilver foliage the high roofs embols'd ; 
Well-fni{l1'd ſculpture on the walls was ſhewn ; 
For art was here in full perfection known, 

E'er Phidias wrought in Parian ſtone, 
Or Greece her ſkilful Derdalus could boaſt. 
Th' Egyprian court with ſoft 4/jria vy*d 

In all her luxury and pride: 
But /haraoh's age no promis'd heir ſupply d; 


11s Þ 
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His beauteous daughter all his hopes betray'd, 
To Vs ſhe herſelf had vow'd 
A conſecrated maid : 
The ſacred creſcent on her breaſt ſhe wore, 
Her robe with golden ſtars was ſpangled o'er. 
To Nilus banks the pions fair, 
Performing holy rites, did now repair ; 
When from the ſhore an infant's feeble cries 
Her virgin train ſurprize: 
Among the reeds a lovely boy they found, 
His temples with an ambient glory crown'd, 
Divine preſages ſparkled in his face, 
Unvulgar beauty, ard expreſsleſs grace. 
The Gods have thus, the joyful princeſs cry'd, 


My father's wiſhes with an heir ſupply'd. 


Young 1Mec/er, her adopted fon ſhe nam'd; 


{But when his years had rrach'd their manly prime, 


The title he diſclaĩim'd; 
Govern'd by motives more ſublime, 


While heav'nly Virtue his high thoughts inſſam'd. 


V. 


By heav'nly Virtue led, 
Th' Egyptian court, and all its pomp he fled ; 
And wand'ring far away on Midian plains, 
fn humble life he choſe amorg the ſwains. 
h moving lays he taught the rural throng 
Celeſtial truths ; while lining to his ſtrain, 
| The flying winds their breath retain, 
And winding currents ſlowly glide along. 
chaos and the world's great birth he ſung, 
lo from the word divine the fair creation ſprung. 


High 


Aw 
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High Horeb from his cloudy ſummit heard 

The tuneful ſounds, long e' er the 7Thracian bard,, 
On Haemus banks, in potent numbers ſtrove 

A ſavage nation wiſely to improve. 


VI. 

Wurn on Becthoron's plains great u, chas'd. 

The Amorean kings; 
Leſt darkneſs o'er their flight her veil ſhould caſt, 
And from his ſword protect them with her wings, 
Forward before his wond'ring troops he ſprung, 
Pois'd in his hand a trembling jav'lin hung ; 
Mov'd by an inſtigation all divine, 
Heroic Virtue, the great hint was thine, 

When on the ſparkling ſkies 

The daring warrior hx'd his eyes, 

Some God the ſoldiers in his face regard, 
While from his lips theſe mighty words they heard, 
Thou ſun, he boldly cry'd, thou ſun, ſtand ſtill, 
Nor ſtretch the ſhades on Gibea}'s lofty hill; 
And thou, fair moon, retard thy haſty flight, 
And gild the vales of 4j2/on at night! 
Afﬀtoniſh'd nature inſtantly obey'd, 
And in a deep ſuſpenſe the heay'nly motions ſtay d. 


VII. 
Non leave the tuneful heroine un- nam'd, 
Ye virgin muſes, who her breaſt inflam'd ; 
Virtue no brighter votary can boaſt, 
No brighter names in all her liſt appear; 


The warrior's crown, and poet's wreath ſhe claim d, 
She touch'd the lyre, and ſhook the pointed ſpear, 


The life and glory of the Hebreww hoſt; 
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d Kiten to her aid his billows brought, 
And on her fide the marſhall'd planets fought. 


VIII. 
Tut Medes ſubdu'd, and Echatana raz'd ; 
The haughty Perſian with freſh laurels grac'd, 
To Jordan's banks his num'rous forces led. 
Wide as the eaſtern rule is ſpread, 
The diſtant realms his glad aſſiſtants come: 
From Serica, and Oxus* borders ſome, 


| From Indus and imperial Ganges ſhores, 


And where [axartcs rapid current roars, 
The hardy race on wild Hyrcania bred, 
Advanc'd with bold intrepid breaſts. 


| The tall Armenians with their waving creſts, 


And Parthians with their backward bows, 


| A dreadful ſcene on Hebron's plains diſcloſe, 
| But none in courage or in ſplendor vy'd 


With the gay troops that left the flow'ry fields, 


Where royal U/a: rolls his cryſtal tide ; 
Their helmets gold, and gold their blazing ſhiclds, 


With dancing plumes and 7yrian ſcarves, from far 
They ſhone the pride and. terror of the war : 
With airy feet their courſers ſpurn'd the plains, 

In filver trappings deck'd ; 


With filver curbs and ſcarlet reins 

Their fiery rage their graceful riders check'd. 
Incamp'd before the ſacred hill they lay, 

Where Salem's lofty tow'rs their ſtrength diſplay. 
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's A 

Wurrx to their great forefather's aid 
With ſtedfaſt zeal the ſons of ae! pray'd; Afl 
The potent pray'r prevails; a Hebrew dame Th 
By Heav'n was deſtin'd to the great event, An 
To fix a ſcandal on th' ¶Mrian name, but 
A laſting ſcandal, and immortal ſhame, Wh 
Led by the mighty impulſe, Judith went I 
Undaunted to the Perſian leader's tent; 25 


The chief with wonder gazes on the fair, 


Her geſture free, engaging all her air. | 
A nice reſerve and modeſt pride W 


Chalten'd the native ſoftneſs in her looks deſcry'd. Sh 

Her features nobly turn'd, her cheeks diſcloſe His f 

A freſher bluſh than paints the blooming roſe. And 

Her eyes were black, and black her ſhining hair; 

Black as the midnight clouds, which ſometimes grace 

With chequer'd ſhades the moon's reſplendent face; mY 
nd 1; 


Part to the fight was in looſe curls expos'd, 
'The reſt a ſpangled caul inclos'd : 
To that a white tranſparent veil was join'd, 
Which negligently hover'd to the wind. 
With envious art a ſhade of fineſt fawn 
Was o'er her ſwelling boſom drawn: 
A ſparkling diamond hung at either ear, 
And rubies round her ſwelling neck appear. 
Her robes were coſtly ſilk, and ev'ry fold _ 
Vary'd with blue and winding ſtreaks of gold. 
She ſoon protection and redreſs obtain'd; 
While from the Perſian chief 
Her moving words procur'd belief, 
And eaſy credit gain'd. 


rich 
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A rich pavilion to his own adjoin'd, 
Was to the fair that night aſſign'd, 
Aſſur'd from all a juſt reſpect to find. 
The charming Hcbrew with her maid retir'd, 
And left the gen'ral with her beauty fir'd ; 
But gentle ſleep his am'rous cares appeas'd, 
While thro' the camp the midnight riot ces d. 
Darkneſs and filence now combine 
To favour Judith in her great deſign. 
Undaunted Virtue fill'd her brea't, 
Undaunted Virtue her whole ſoul poſſeſt; 
While by a glimm'ring taper led, 
She found the ſleeping warrior's bed: 
His ſword with an audacious air ſhe took, 
And freed her nation at one noble ſtroke, 


X. 


By Grecian heroes wonders have been done, 
And laſting fame for great atchievements won ; 
But all they tell wild fictions prove, 


Of fated armor, and aſſiſting Jove. 


No partial Goddeſs to Achilles brought 


A ſpear and ſev'n- fold ſhield by Vulcan wrought, 


No Pallas to the field Atrides led, 
Nor grac'd the chariot with young Diomed, 


hen from his raging ſword the Trejans fled ; 


But Virtue own'd the A4rg:ve's cauſe, 
Avenging breach of faith and hoſpitable laws : 
Their beſt ſucceſs was owing ſtill to thee, 


Their proſp'rous Genins thou, and aiding Deity. 


XI. 
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XI. 
Ar ancient Rome thy name was long ador'd, 
For thee they drew, for thee they ſheath'd the ſword, 

Great Numa oft” convers'd with thee, 

Amidſt the gloomy night's ſolemnity. 

While the pale moon with filver beams 
Chequer'd the ſhades, and glimmer'd on the ſtreams, 
Egeria or Urania, nymphs divine, 

He oft' invok'd by ſome clear fountain's fall: 

However nam'd, the lovely form was thine 
That anſwer' d ſtill his call; 

From thee he learn'd by gentle arts t'aſſwage 

The Sabines ſullen hatred, and the Roman rage 


Nor Faunus gave (as ſtory tells) 

The peaceful prince fantaſtic ſpells; 

To charm fierce lions from their prey, 
Or ſwelling torrents in their banks to ſtay ; 

To turn the lightning's fatal force, 

Or break the raging thunder's courfe ; 
Theſe great effects, celeſtial Piety, 
Theſe great effects belong alone to thee. 


XII. 
MANLIUS and great Camillus owe to thee 
Their fame and glorious immortality. 
Horatius fought by thee ſuſtain'd, 
When ſingly he th' unequal war maintain'd 3 
In vain to paſs the bridge the T »/cans ſtrove, 
Backward whole ſquadrons with his ſpear he drove; 
Fix'd as his country's guardian God, 
On Tyber”'s banks the hero ſtood, _ 
And ftain'd the foaming ſtream with hoſtile blood. 


XIII. I 


II. Ls 
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XIII. 


Ix vain ill omens would Flaminias fright; 
In vain his courſer, with unuſual fears, 
Still backward from the fight 
The furious warrior bears ; 
Unmanag'd o'er the wide campaign he flew, 
And from his ſeat the daring rider threw ; 
The daring rider mounts again, 
Ard urg'd the battle on the deſtin'd plain: 
Unterrify'd with Hannibal's great name, 
And full of martial flame, 
Still foremolt on the glitt'ring ſpears he preſt, 
The Roman Genius, for his life diſtreſt, 
With a prodigious earthquake ſhook the ground; 
The violent force 
Pour'd back the rivers to their inmoſt ſource, 
Revers'd the floods, and chang'd their native courſe, 
Thrice from the ſkies portentous thunders ſound, 
And thrice ill boding lightnings blaz'd around; 
Nor earthquakes, Tightnings, nor the thund'ring ſkics, 
A breaſt with Virtue guarded can ſurprize : 
Still reſolute and bold, 
| Flaminius on the thickeſt dangers flies, 
And bravely met the fate the warning Gods foretold. 


XIV. 
Ie ever praiſe to Roman worth was due, 
If ever Virtue could diſtinction claim, 
Great Scipio, thy illuſtrious name 
Shall ftand the foremoſt in the liſts of fame, 
And future times thy triumphs ſhall renew. 


The 
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The conduct of Fabritius age, 
And young Minutius' martial rage, 


In thee were eminently found : Ly 
With all that men revere, or Heav'n applauds, 5 
Thy glorious life was crown'd. | I loc 
Name 's mighty empire ſeem'd alone on thee 1 
Dependent for ſecurity : T 
Without thee, ev'n her boaſted Gods 
Had ill defended their own gay abodes. 8 
Whatever wreaths at Thebes or Troy were gain'd, 
| 3 4 T tra, 
Whatever fame at Salamis obtain'd, Whe 
Or at Au becl/:'s fatal field ; 
Their moſt illuſtrious deeds to thine muſt yield, The : 
Nor waſt thou in thy public life more great, 
Than in thy laſt retreat 
To the Linternian ſhades, thy humble ſeat, 
In all things thou waſt modeſt ſtill and brave, 
Neither to Vice, nor Virtue's ſelf a ſlave; | 
Virtue was choice, delib'rate choice, in thee, » Uh 
Not philoſophic pride, nor dull neceſſity. . 


XV. 


Baichr Goddeſs, what reſiſtleſs charms are thine, 
That men for thee all human things forego, 

And willingly reſign 
The deareſt ties and ſofteſt names below? 
By what ſtrange arguments doſt thou engage 
UnpraQtis'd youth, and ſpiritleſs old age, 
To brave, for thee, the fierceſt tyrant's rage? Wir 
Bright Goddeſs, thou the cauſe alone canſt tell, 
And all the ſacred myſtery reveal. 


XVI. Tu 
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XVI. 
Tis done! immortal light without controul 
Comes ruſhing like a mighty torrent on my ſoul. 
Tranſporting ſcenes are open'd to my eyes, 
| I ſee the inmoſt glories of the ſkies ; 
I ſee the bright diftinguiſh'd crown, 
That led the conqu'ring martyrs on; 
I walk among the manſions of the Gods, 
The ſoft receſſes, and the bleſt abodes ; 
] trace the happy vales and lightſome plains, 
Where pleaſure, peace and love triumphant reigns : 
Thro' all the region round 
The voice of feſtival, and nuptial ſongs 
Perpetually reſound. 
Ineftable the reſt, 
And by immortal tongues 
Alone to be expreſt. 
All hail, ye ſcourges, flames and tort'ring wheels! 
Your force no more the ſhiv'ring fancy feels. 
Enlighten'd thus, Romanus try'd 
he tyrant's utmoſt cruelty and pride. 
Lucius, with theſe bright proſpects fir'd, 
And young Hormiſda, their tormentors tir'd ; 
bea and Dionyfia trampled down 
Dppoſing hell, and gain'd the martyr's crown. 


XVII. 


Wir arts more fatal Decius ſtrove 
' Nicetas' fortitude to move. 


Tes 
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In a delicious garden's ſoft retreat 
The youth was gently laid, 
Wrapt in a filken net, 
A flow'ry couch beneath him ſpread, 
Where fragrant jeſſ'mins lent a grateful ſhade: 
A dying breeze, a fountain's eaſy fall, 
Mix'd with melodious birds, for gay delights did call. 
While a young harlot, in the tempting pride 
Of airy life and wanton beauty, try'd 
With guilty blandiſhment and art, 
Obſcene careſſes and licentious ſong, 
To poiſon with contagious flames his heart, 
To tempt the ſaint his holy vows to wrong; 
Unconquer'd yet the youthful ſaint remain'd, 
And all her proffer'd charms and lewd addreſs difdain's, 


XVIII. 


EULALTA to the ſtern tribunal preſs'd, 
And boldly there the Chriftian faith profeſs'd : 
The ſavage judge ſuſpends her doom, 
Touch'd with her dawning charms and early bloom. 
To Fowe's high ſhrine they led the tender maid ; 
The prieſt in his fantaſtic pomp array'd, 
A golden cenſer brought, 
With conſecrated odours fraught, 
Which fiercely from his hand the virgin caught ; 
Beneath her feet the ſmoking gums ſhe trod, 
Perides the bigot, and inſults his Gd. 
Unmov'd the ſenfelefs idol ſtands, 
With uſeleſs thunder in his paſſive hands; 


PoE Ms on ſeveral occaſions. 287 


But all their rage his wild adorers ſhow, 
And in their cruelty 
Surpaſs'd the fiends below. 


Their ſcourges, pincers, and their racks they try'd; 


| By more than human fortitude ſuſtain'd, 


The ſuff ring maid her conſtancy retain'd. 
Be all the pow'rs of death and hell defy'd ! 
Your malice can no more, ſhe faintly cry'd, 
And ſmiling on her curſt tormentors, dy'd. 


XIX. 
Non Virtue with preceding times is loſt, 
Nor Rome alone illuſtrious names can boaſt ; 
The charming Goddeſs has not left the ſtage, 
A thouſand great examples grace the preſent age : 
But Virtue ne'er with brighter pomp was ſeen, 
Nor wore a nobler form than in the Britifh * Queen, 


XX. 


Tnov art thy own immenſe reward, 

Should man no future ſtate regard: 
Were fields of light, and gay ethereal plains, 
The ſanguine flights of vifionary brains ; 

The happy mind, poſſeſs'd of thee, 
Would find unmingled joy, and true felicity. 
Were there no gloomy ſhores, no burning lakes, 
No chains of darkneſs, nor infernal racks ; 


Written before the Year 1710. 
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Were hell a wild, enthuſiaſtic dream, 

A ſtateſman's trick, a poet's lying theme, 
A pious fraud, a black deceit 

Of mercenary prieſts, the world to cheat; 

Yet ſtill within itſelf a guilty mind 

The emphaſis of ev'ry plague would find. 


An EpISTLE to a FRIE ND. 


Written in the Spring, 1710. 


HILE pious Anna's conqu'ring arms 
Fill pow'rful guilt with jaſt alarms, 

Which now ſhall ſoon make diſcord ceaſe, 
And bleſs the jarring world with peace; 
While ſaucy prieſts {edition prate, 
Arraign the Queen, embroil the ſtate, 
And murmur at they know not what; 
Thou, Daphnis, by kind fate ſent down 
From the wild tumalts of the town, 
Doft, in a happy rural ſeat, 
Taſte the pure joys of calm retreat. 
Nature, with blooming honours gay 
And vernal fweets, mvites thy ſtay. 
See the fair morning of the year 
In all its richeſt pomp appear ! 
See the briſk ſongſters of the air 
To the forſaken woods repair! 


H 
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Hear them in artleſs harmony 
Welcome back the ſpring and thee! 
Paniſh'd from the charming plains, 
No more the ſluggiſh ſeaſon reigns: 
But ah! the ſad deteſted gueſt 

Still keeps its empire in my breaſt ; 
For in the abſence of the fair, 
Doubt, anguith, jealouſy, deſpair, 
Make an eternal winter there. 


DAPHNTS, to whom by gentle Heav'n 
The bliſs I languiſh for is giv'n, 
Who all thoſe beauties canit admire, 
That ſet my longing ſoul on fire, 
And gaze on thoſe bewitching eyes, 


| For whoſe dear light poor Siphon dies, 
| And thoſe tender accents hear, 


Which wound the heart, and charm the ear; 
Gaze not on thoſe eyes too long, 
Nor liſten to her tempting tongue, 


| Leaſt all thy ſoul their influence prove, 
And friendſhip yield to mightier love. 
Call all that friendſhip to thy aid, 
And tell, oh ! tell the lovely maid, 
With all thy eloquence and art, 
What racking ſorrows rend my heart: 
Tell her, how I waſte away 

In never-ceaſing moans the day ; 

| Waſte in woes the tedious night, 

Vet curſe the dull, ungrateful light, 
That brings not Delia to my ſight. 
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Each ſun with fainter beams appears, 
Tho? every breaſt, but mine, it chears ; 
And *till from her my ſoul receive 
The joys that ſhe alone can give, 
While all things ſmile around, I grieve, 
Tell her—But ah! I aſk in vain 
'Thy aid to tell my am'rous pain, 
'Tho' none with nicer judgment knows, 
To paint diſtreſs, and talk of woes. 
Can artful tales my griefs expreſs ? 
Ev'n moving numbers make them leſs. 
Not all the muſes can inſpire, 
Not the great God that tunes the lyre, 
With all his force and all his fire; 
Not ev'n her own immortal lays, 
Sacred to glory and to praiſe, 
And of eternity ſecure, 
Can paint the torments I endure. 
O could the charming maid but know 
Part of the pains I undergo, 
Pains to none but lovers known, 
And gueſs my ſuff'rings by her own ! 
Ye verdant plains, ye flow'ry hills, 
Ye little, gentle, murm'ring rills, 
Ye peaceful ſhades and filent groves, 
Scenes of ſoft reft and rural loves, 
Say, for you beſt her ſecrets know, 
And oft' have heard her tuneful woe, 
Is the bright charmer ever kind? 
Is Strephon always in her mind? 


Does ſhe not teach the rocks my name? 
On wounded barks inſcribe her flame? 


— —— 
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To the attentive bending boughs, 
Whiſper a thouſand am'rous vows ? 
Chide the dull lagging hours away, 
And in ſoft ſighs accuſe my ſtay ? 
Zephyrs bear the charmer's ſighs, 
Waft them gently to the ſkies ; 
Hear them, ye little Gods of love, 
And all ye awful pow'rs above, 

In your own regiſters record 

Fach am'rous vow, and melting word ; 
That firm, unſhaken they may be, 
As the ſtern laws of deſtiny, 

And the dear paſſion may remain 
Fix'd as your own eternal reign. 


DAPHNTS, deareſt youth, excuſe 
The roving tranſports of the muſe ; 
If, while fantaſtic joys ſhe feigns, 
To eaſe her real, mighty pains, 
Joys too glorious to conceive, 

Too vaſt to hope, or to believe, 
Unmindful for a while ſhe be 

Of ſacred friendſhip, and of thee. 
Friendſhip's holy link, that binds 

In ſtricteſt ties the nobleſt minds, 
My grateful ſoul ſhall never break: 
For thee a thouſand vows I make, 

| And for thy bliſs, my conſtant care, 
I tire the gracious Gods with pray r. 


Taro” all thy life may'ſt thou poſſeſs 
| Vninterrupted happineſs ; 
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Serene may every {un ariſe, 

To light thee to ſucceſſive joys ; 

May ev'ry hour glide ſmooth away, 

And ſmiling as a ſummer's day. 

No anxious thoughts diſtract thy breaſt, 

And no unpleaſing dreams infeſt | 
Thy downy ſleep and filken reſt. 


Whene'er thou lov'ſt, be light thy chain, j 
And gentle thy fair tyrant's reign ; ; 
Soft and melting may fhe be, 5 
Artleſs, innocent, and free; F 


And in one word to ſum the reſt, 
That thou mayſt be completely bleſt; 


In mind, in form, in mien, and air, N 
As near with Delia to compare, Sti 
As Heav'n can make another fair. De 
M. 

VE Pow'rs, (if any Pow'rs there be, Fo 
That mind ſo mean a wretch as me) Fo 
From your exalted ſtations hear, I n 
And liſten to my humble pray'r. To. 
Your choiceſt gifts on Auna ſhed, Pit) 
Deck with freſh laurels Mar/bro's head; | And 


Let the vaſt minds that guide the ſtate, 
Be without crime or envy great : 

In lower ſpheres my wiſhes move, 

I ak no other bliſs but love. 

Let ſullen ſtars refuſe to bleſs 

My meaner aims at happineſs ; 

Let envious fortune blaſt my toil, 
And all things frown, if Delia ſmile. 
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Tremble mean ſouls, when lightnings fly, 
And thunders rend the diſtant ſky ; 
Secure the riſing ſtorm I'll wait, 
And crave the malice of my fate : 
Only let the tender fair 

Faſe the ſuff'rings I mult bear, 
With gentle pity cure my ſmart, 
Appeaſe each horror in my heart, 
Indulge my hopes, allow my fires, 
And own the paſſion ſhe inſpires ; 
While I eternal vows repeat, 

And die in raptures at her feet. 


ParDon, Daphnis, ſtill J rove ; 
Whatever ſubje& I would prove, 
Still I return to her, and love. 
Delia's my everlaſting theme, 
My waking thought, my nightly dream : 
For her alone I touch the ſtring, 
For her in artleſs numbers ſing; 
I neither court, nor hope the bays, 
Too bleſt, if ſhe accept my lays, 
* Pity the weak unable muſe, 
And what ſhe cannot praiſe, excuſe. 

Thou too, my friend, content receive 
| The wretched preſents I can give. 
The feeble muſe unpractis'd ſings 
In humble notes of humble things. 
Perhaps, when the black ſtorms blow o'er, 
When the waves gently kiſs the ſhore, 
And wars and tumults are no more ; 
When peace with balmy wings ſhall ſmile, 


And brood auſpicious on our iſle ; 
O 3 


„ 


— * 
* — 
— —— — — 


— — — 


294 Por us on ſeveral occaſſons. 


My ſoul with the bright proſpect fir'd, 
With nobler warmth ſhall be inſpir'd, 
With new-born ſtrength ſhall dare to riſe, 
And in bold flights attempt the ſkies, 
Paint all the gay, tranſporting ſcene, 
And ſing the Hero, and the Queen: 

Then with juſt fires, and loftier lays, 

I' ſpeak my friendſhip, and thy praiſe; 
Great as my theme my force ſhall be, 
And all my numbers worthy thee. 
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Dav 1 D's Lamentation over SAU L aid 
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O F SPRING of Hael, by peculiar grace 
Diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt of human race, 
With ſplendid names and haughty titles proud, 
Fav'rites of Heav'n, the choſen ſeed of God; 
Too bleſt while Sau your conqu' ring armies led, 
And Jonathan commanded at their head; 
With a long train of ſhining glories crown'd, 
The envy and the dread of all the nations round ; 
Now preſs'd beneath a loſs without relief, 
And only great and eminent in grief ; 
In all the pomp of moving ſorrow come, 
To pay vain honours at your prince's tomb, 
Your beauty and your glory laſt deplore : 
The great are fall'n, the mighty are no more. 
Let all mankind the glorious dead bemoan, 
From pole to pole be the wide ruin known. 


Ye 


1d 


Ye 
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Ye gentle ſtreams, with your kind waves diffuſe 
Tiroughout the realms you bleſs, the diſmal news, 
And bid th' unbounded waters, as they flow, 

Convey to worlds unknown the mighty woe, 

Winds, that in tempeſts Heav'n's juſt wrath declare, 
And you that in ſoft murmurs fan the air, 

In all your fleeting courſes thro” the ſky, 

Bear on your wings our loſs, and ſpread it as you fly : 
Only of Gath and 4/calon beware, 

Nor whiſper out the fatal ſecret there; 


Lea? the deteſted race, our ancient hate, 


Hear the ſad ſound, and triumph in our fate. 

Ah! *tis in vain, the long untaſted joys 

Already fill their minds with glad ſurprize, c 
Glow in their cheeks, and ſparkle in their eyes. 
The vile idolaters the temples crowd, 

With coſtly ſpices ev'ry altar load; 

And while the ſæy's obſcur'd with fragrant ſmoke, 
Their ſenſeleſs fancied deities invoke, 

Their impious madneſs openly proclaim, 

And loud blaſpheme th' unutterable nome. 

With niceſt art, the unbelieving fair 


Give a new luſtre to each tempting air, 


Point ev'ry dart, and level all their charms, 
To win ſome haughty warriour to their arms, 
O'er ſome great chief an eaſy conqueſt gain, 
And drag the conqu'ror in a willing chain. 

The barb'rous poets tune their loftieſt lays, 

To reach in awkward notes the victor's praiſe ; 
In artleſs numbers celebrate the day, 

And boaſt of vi&'ry and of Gilboa. 


O 4 Gilboa ! 
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Gi 1 curſt mount! thou ever hated ground, 
To aſter- times by our defeat renown'd ! 
No more on thee let ſacred incenſe riſe, 
Perfume the neighb'ring plains, and glut the preec; 
ſkies z 
No more on thee let gentle dews deſcend, 
Nor heav'n of fruitful ſhow'rs the ſuccour lend ; 
The deſart earth nor fruits, nor herbage know, 
But all be wild and barren as our woe ! 
Since upon thee our princes fell, the ſnield 
Vilely abandon'd on thy guilty field! 
7 hou ſaw'ſt the dreadful ruin we deplore, 
On thee the great are fall'n, the mighty are no mor- 
O Saul O Jonathan ! illuſtrious pair! 
How great ! how good ! how excellent you were 
In peace our only pleaſure and delight, 
Our only ſafety and defence in fight ! 
Phili//ia oft” has felt Saul's mighty hand 
Scatt'ring wide deſolation o'er the land; 
Nor leſs the force of Jonathan has mourn'd, 
Whoſe ſword ne'er empty to its ſheath return'd ; 
But deeply ſtain'd, and glutted well with gore, 
'The nobleſt and the beſt the hated nation bore. 
Leſs ſwift the eagle bears his prize away, 
Leſs fierce the lion rends the panting prey. 
Alike their ſkill, alike their matchleſs art, 
To twang the far-reſounding bow, and dart 
The never erring jav'lin to the heart: 
Alike they dar'd, and fought, and overcame, 
The ſame their martial fire and thirſt of fame; 
Ah ! that their hapleſs end ſhould alſo be the ſame ! 


That 
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That hapleſs end we ever muſt d plore, 

The great are falln, the mighty are no more. 
Ye num'rous fair that /rae/s court adorn, 
Above the reſt, your prince, your monarch mourn ; 
For yours he was, ſtoop'd to your pow'r alone, 
Your pow'r that only could exceed his own. 
How was he pleas'd when he from conqueſt came, 
Crown'd with freſh laurels and eternal fame, 
A fair, a radiant circle to behold, 
Clad in rich filk, and proud in pompous gold ! 
Who ſtopt the noiſy triumph in its way, 
And made the greateſt ſplendor of the day ; 
Who in ſoft numbers, and melod1i-us lays, 
Made heav'n's wide arch reſound the conqu'ror's praiſe 3 
And by the charming muſic of their tongue, 
Added new glories to the deeds they ſung ; 
Who with kind love could ſoften all his care, 
And more than recompence the ſullen toils of war. 
How have you ſtrove t'avert the fate we mourn ! 
Aſcending ſpices on each hill did burn, c 
And Heav'n was tir'd with vows for his return. 
In vain, alas! you vow'd, in vain you pray'd, 
In vain your unavailing off rings paid; 
Heav'n, by our crimes incens'd, refus'd your pray'r, 
And bad the wanton winds diſperſe it in the air. 
At leaſt, lament the prince you could not fave, 
Shed a ſoft tear in pity on his grave; 
duſpend a while the conqueſts of your eyes, | 5 


And in true woe and unaffe ted ſighs, 
Fay your laſt homage at his obſequies : 
| The vaſe, the univerſal loſs deplore, 
The great are fall'n, the mighty are ud more. 
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But my wild grief no limits e'er ſhall know, 
Who to the public join a private woe : 
Ne'er *till my ſorrows with my life ſhall end, 
I'll ceaſe to mourn my brother and my friend. 

O Jonathan like thee none ever knew 
To pay a debt to ſacred friendſhip due : 

Tis not in words or numbers, to expreſs 

Thy vaſt, thy unexampled tenderneſs. 
Not the ſoft maid, but lately taught to prove 
The wild diſorders of unruly love; 
Tho' the fierce paſſion reigns throughout her frame, 
And all her ſoul is melting in the flame, 

E'er felt a love like that which thou haſt ſewn, 
Soft as the tender ſex, and manly as thy own. 

Yet thou art fall'n, alas! no more to riſe, 

And death's cold ſleep fits heavy on thine eyes. 
Howe'er thy name ſhall live, the world ſhall know 
What to thy honour'd memory I owe: 

To all the wond'ring people I'll rehearſe 

Thy deathleſs glories, in no vulgar verſe. 

Thou in the firſt and nobleſt rank ſhalt ſtand 

Of conſtant friends, a rare, but ſhining band! 
Where'er unhappy virtue meets renown, 
Where er the name of love or friendſhip's known, 
Thou ſhalt be ever ſung ; taught by my lays, 

O1d men ſhall ſigh, and infants liſp thy praiſe, 

And ev ry age and nation ſhall deplore 
The great men fall'n, the mighty now a more, 
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7% DAPHNIS. An EPISTLE. 


APHNIS, among my deareſt friends approv'd, 

Ard more by me than thy own muſes lov'd, 
Whoſe parts mature in nature's early bloom, 
Give certain hopes of miracles to come, 
Of tender eloquence, and gentle lays, 
And females crown'd with everlaſting bays : 
To thee I ſing, than whom none more can know 
From a ſoft lyre what heav'nly numbers flow. 0 
Thou ſcorn'ſt with me thoſe brutes, who rudely wiſe, 3 ö 
The whole creation's faireſt part deſpiſe; 
Thou too haſt felt their pow'r, and own'd their con- 

qu'ring eyes: 

Thou too, with me, wilt humble altars raiſe, 
Nor blame my theme, nor envy at my praiſe. 


Or r' have the muſes their own ſex inſpir'd, 
And with a more than mortal ardor fr'd, 
Taught them in wit and numbers to excel, 
> Nor yield to man alone the praiſe of writing well. 
* Crinna rival'd Pindar's nobleſt lays, 
And gain'd by merit the conteſted bays. 
Old Greece the charming Sappho did adore, 
And hardly boaſted in her Homer more : 
Still with her fires the love- ck virgins burn; 
| Her lays they ſing, her tender griefs they mourn ; 
| Still celebrate her love and her deſpair, 
And curſe the villain that-betray'd:the fair. 
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Or all che nymphs the Reman empire bore; 
When great Auguſtus held the ſov'reign pow'r, 
None could Suſpitia equal, ſhe alone 
Of beauty and of wit could claim the throne ; 
With ev'ry grace and ev'ry muſe adorn'd, 


A thouſand ſlaves ſhe-made, a thouſand ſcorn'd, 


And in wild fires for coy Cerinthus burn'd : 
He only her ſoft meaſures could inſpire, 

For him ſhe ſung, for him ſhe tun'd her lyre. 
Long ſince death ended the fair tyrant's reign z 
Now not the ruins of her charms remain : 
Devouring time has moulder'd all away, 
Nor left one atom of diſtinguiſh'd clay: 

Yet flill the charmer in her verſe ſhall live, 
And ſhall to all eternity ſurvive ; 

Still in her lays immortal beauties ſhine, 

And kindle love and fire in every line. 


BRITAIN, next Greece and Htaly renown'd 


For artful ſongs, a diff rent fortune found. 
When ancient Chaucer in unpoliſh'd verſe 


Did wond'rous tales with wond'rous art rchearſe ; 


When Speer in a myſtic fairy ſcene, 
Proclaim'd the glories of the Virgin Queer ; 


When the great Shate/pear charm'd the liſt'ning ſtage, 


With Julict's ſoftneſs, and Ot hello's rage; 
When ſurly Ben with nicer judgment writ, 


And bore from Greece and Rome the prize of comic wit; 
No females could aſpire to equal praiſe : 


Then men alone poſſeſs d the envy'd bays, 
With haughty majeſty unrival'd ſhone, 
Nor fear'd a ſhe-pretender to the throne. 


. 
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Ar lat Otwas long indeed) Ori/:4a came, 
To ages yet to come an ever glorious name; 
To virtuous themes her well- tun'd lyre ſhe ſtrung. 
Of virtuous themes in eaſy numbers ſung. 


With all the worth that Roe did once revere; 
Much to Corneille they owe, and much to her: 
Her thoughts, her numbers, and her fire the ſame, 
She ſoar'd as high, and equal'd all his fame; 

'Tho' France adores the bard, nor envies Greece 
The coſtly buſkins of her Sop-hoclcs, 

More we expected, but untimely death 

Soon ſtopt her riſing glories, with her breath. 

In her youth's prime the charming virgin dy'd : 
Aſirea well Orinda's place ſupply'd. 

Phæbus did ne'er before a breaſt inſpire 

With larger portions of poetic fire: 

On ev'ry ſubject the her art could prove, 

Well on each ſubject ſung, but beſt of love; 

At once ſhe ſung, and felt the pleaſing ſmart, 

Love in her numbers reign'd, and lorded in her heart, 
With what amazing force the charmer writcs 

Of the dear paſſion, and its fierce delights ! 

Lefs tender fires the Cyprian Goddeſs moves, 


Horace and Pompey in her lines appear 


| Leſs ſoft the am'rous cooings of her doves. 
 Warm'd by her moving lays, the cruel fair 
| Learn to put on a more relenting air, { 


Indulge their lovers hopes, and pity their deſpair : 
Chill age is fir d to unaccuſtom'd heats, 
The curdling blood a vig'rous courſe repeats, f 


And ev'ry pulſe with youthful ardor beats. 


O had 
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O! had chaſte tranſports fll'd 
ted pleaſures moſt inclin'd, 


And to permit ed 
ded to her nobler fame, 


Sa pho had yie 

And only Pi ighter Name * 
But while too oft her guilt fancy roves 

o looſe deſires, and wild, diſorder'd loves? 


Unheeding minds I 


And gives adultery and i 
4 chaſte abhor the vitious lays, 


The good an 
And hate the beauties they are forc'd to praiſe. 


Govpess of harmony, MY 
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Freed from baſe ſervitude the holy land: 
Or in a ſofter and more melting ſtrain, 


And graces Za itſelf ne'er knew: 
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To lead in piety's forſaken ways, | 
By bright example, and celeſtial lays. 
With what high tranſport, in thoſe lays we find | 
Expreſs'd the image of her godlike mind? | 
How ſmooth her ſtrains ! how eaſy flow her lines 
Throughout the whole how vaſt a genius ſhines ! 
Whate'er ſhe writes, in ev'ry part we ſee 

Aſftrea's fire, Orinda's purity ; 

And while her greater glories we admire, 

Leſs pure's Orinde's verſe, leſs nerce Afræa's fire. 

If ſhe deſcribes the youthful conqu'ror's charms, 

That gave her liberty unknown alarms ; 

If of the faithleſs 7heron ſhe complains, 

And fir'd with juſt reſentment, breaks her chains; 

Our ſouls wich her begin, and ceaſe to love, 

And ev'ry paſſion learns from her to move : 

Or if ſhe rather tries the rural lays, 

And in a country dreſs immortal charms diſplays 3 

Our ſouls th' inchanting ſounds tranſported hear, 

Nor Mantua now, nor Sicily prefer: 

Wich her we ſeek the deſolate abodes, 

The ſimple manſions of the ruſtic Gods; | 
We ſhun the city, and we court the woods, 

Tf ſhe with 74% ſings the Chriſtian chief, 

Who, ſent by Heav'n to a loſt realm's relief, 

While hell and helliſh men in vain withſtand, 


| Repeats thro ev'ry grove, and ev'ry plain, 5 
The conſtant paſſion of the Faithful Sabain; 
Unnumber'd beauties in each part we view, 
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Other tranſlations we faint copies call, 

But what ſhe writes is all original. 

But when in more exalted lays ſhe brings 

A pious off 'ring to the King of kings, 

Not purer ſweets Saban hills ſupply, 

Or with more grateful odours glad the ſky. 
The ſeraphs hover in the ambient air, 

Nor think a mortal form inhabits there ; 
Amaz'd, awhile they leave the ſtarry throne, 
To ſee on carth ſo pure devotion ſhewn, g 
And wonder at a ſtrain ſo very like their own. 


DAPHNIS, dear youth, to whom propitious Heav'n 
A kind retreat from noiſe and cares has giv'n, 
Near the calm ſeat, pure ſtream, and verdant ſhade, 
Bleſt by the preſence of the matchleſs maid ; 
Content enjoy the bleſſings of thy fate, 
Pity the wretches who are curſt and great. 
Let the proud Gaw/ for boundleſs ſway contend, 
"Till with his life his dire ambition end; 
Jis more than empire to be Singer's friend! 
O would hard fortune, which has fix'd me down 
To the deteſted hurries of the town, 
Relenting, change my haplels deſtiny, 
Grant ſome few lucky hours, and make me bleſt like 
thee |! | 
Fd to the charming ſolitude repair, 
There wait a glad attendant on the fair, 
There on her lovely lips with tranſport dwell, 
And catch each tender accent as it fell ; 
Till new inform'd, and kindling from her eyes, 
Sure ev'n my grov'lng ſoul, at length, ſhould learn to 


rile. Then 


In 


© 
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Then in each grove, near ev'ry purling ſtream, 

Bright Philomel ſhould be my conſtant theme, 

In numbers like her own the nymph Fd praiſe, 

And equal the vaſt ſubje& with my lays. 

The ſylvan Gods to hear my notes ſhould throng, 

And filent rivers liſten to my ſong ; 

To all the hills, and vales, and groves around 

Ihe babbling echo ſhould repeat the ſound, C 
And Amaryllis ſelf be leſs renown'd. 


— C 77 He _ 9 . 7 * To > - < 2 if boy 8 2 
E 22 7 &) N 388 
9 D fred Y & e 


An EpISsTLE fo CLIME NE. 


Imitated from the French of Madame Ds 
HovuL1rREs. 


TILL muſt we mourn your abſence ? ſtill complain, 
And court you from your ſad retreat in vain ? 

When teeming earth with fruitful moiſture fed, 
Brings forth new flow'rs to deck the paths you tread ; 
When each returning morn ſhines doubly bright, 
And each cool ev'ning brings a charming night, c 
The country ſhades may yield a ſoft delight : 
But when o'er all the ſavage winter reigns, 
Makes bare the groves, and deſolates the plains ; 
When natyre's face is chang'd, and ev'ry day 
dnatches ſome poor, decaying charm away, 
"Tis downright madneſs, Climene, to ſtay. 
What new unheard-of pleaſures can you find? 


What ſtrange delights to entertain your mind ? 
Or 
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Or do important reaſons force your will, N 
And to the gloomy ſcene confine you ſtill ? 0 
I gucis the mighty cauſe : You fear to prove, | p 
In this vile town, the dreadful thing call'd love. 8 
The little tyrant reigns amidſt the ſport, 1 
The ſmiles and pleaſures of the town and court: T 
Nor only there, him ev'n the wilds obey, 

And country deſarts own his awful ſway. 

In vain to woods and ſolitudes we fly, 81 
In vain the city change for purer ſky; 4 
More dang'rous ev'n than courts, the ſhades may prove, H 


And wich more eaſe admit th' invader love. 
Wild was the place, and ſavage all around, 
Where fair Angelica young Medor found ; 
Severe the dame, and grave, and ſternly coy, 
Am'rous, and ſoft, and tender was the boy: 
You know the reſt. Then haſte from your abodes, 
Leave the weak ſhelter of the fields and woods: 
O come, and in a thoufand breafts inſpire 
Succeſsleſs rage, and unavailing fire 

Nor dread th' effects of all their treach'rous arts, 
Their boaſted ſtratagems to conquer hearts; 
Unleſs the fates aſſiſt, their moving tale 

Will never o'er your native cold prevail. 

To prove this true, believe the tale I tell, 

Not oracles more facred truths reveal. 


As wand'ring penſive thro' the filent groves, 
I meditate my ſorrows and my loves, 
Daphnis, the terror of our woods, I view; 
A mightier name love's empire never knew: 


ge, 


None 
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None e'er ſo well a haughty breaſt could tame, 
Or warm to fires unknown the coldeſt dame. 
Proſtrate before a heedleſs fair he lies, 

Sheds fruitleſs tears, and waſtes a thouſand ſighs; 
Then love and ſorrow pleading in his look, 

Thus to the cruel nymph the charmer ſpoke. 


How long, my fair, will you your fate delay ? 
Still will you idly waſte the pretious day, 
And in indiff "rence loiter life away? 
Hear always with contempt my tender theme, 
Deſpiſe love's pleaſures, and his pow'r blaſpheme ? 
Ah, no! the joys my paſſion courts in vain, 
Another ſhepherd with more eaſe will gain; 
His happier flame will your fierce pride remove, 
Subdue your ftubborn heart, and melt it all to love. 
All nature owns the God: In barb'rous plains, 


Where half the year is night, and cold eternal reigns, 


The frozen race is warm'd to ſort deſires, 
And feels in ev'ry vein the genial fires. 
However diſtant, the dread hour muſt come, 
Which all your fading beauties will reſume : 
Then in a juſt revenge, th' offended boy 


May give his ſuff rings, and with-hold his joy; 
| Send a freſh warmth, as ev'ry charm decays, 
And wild defires, you want the pow'r to raiſe. 


Ah, nymph! the horror of this fate prevent, 
Appeaſe the angry God, and yet in time repent. 
Let taſteleſs age th' ecſtatic bliſs deſpiſe, 

Grow coldly grave, and ſtoically wiſe ; 

Do you, my fair, while blooming youth invites 
To warmer ſentiments, and gay delights, 


Your 
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Your ſcorn and dull indiff rence diſpoſſeſt, 
Receive the gentle tyrant to your breaſt ; Tl 
Reward a conſtant flame, and yield to prove ö 
The mighty tranſports of a mutual love: 

No other ſolid bleſſings mortals know, 

Nor Heav'n can on its fav'rites more beſtow, 
To give a taſte of its own joys below, 


He ceas'd. The neighb'ring echoes caught the ſound, 
The little birds ſung tender notes around; 
The liſt'ning waves in gentle murmurs move, 
And ev'ry balmy Zephyr whiſper'd love: 
Yet her cold heart in ſilence hcard his pain; 
When the heart's filent, all things ſpeak in vain. 


From the ſame. 


EAR a pure ſtream, beneath a cooling ſhade, 
Charming retreat! the penſive Lis ſtray'd ; 

Tris, a name to diſtant nations known, | 

By her fam'd verſe's beauties, and her own: 

Heedleſs ſhe rov'd ; for, nor the murm'ring ſound 

Of the fmooth waves, nor fivpw'rs that deck'd the 

ground, 
Nor the birds tender ſongs could charm the fair, 
Or eaſe her gloomy thoughts, and melancholy care. 
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Ar laſt ſhe cries, Fond love, I own no more 
Thy awful tyranny, and beaſted pow'r ; 
No more thro' thee tumultuous fears ariſe, 
Pain my torn breaſt, and ſwell my ſtreaming eyes: 
A native coldneſs reigns in ev'ry part, 
And all 1s calm and quiet in my heart : 
But ah! how poorly I that calmneſs taſte, 
Forc'd to regret ev'n all my ſuff rings paſt ' 
Alas ! th' unwary ſoul but little knows, 
That withes for the bleſſings of repoſe : 
In the ſad ſtate of idleneſs and eaſe, 
When nothing buſes, nothing too can pleaſe. 
The treach'rous tyrant, love, leſs faintly charms, 
Sweet are his ills, and pleaſing all his harms : 
The mind each moment to delights improves; 


| For all is pleaſure to a heart that loves. 


In what a tedious round of griefs he lives, 
Who, wretched, his own tenderneſs ſurvives ? 
Can one who ever felt an am'rous pain, 
Unloving life's vexatious load ſuſtain ? 

Loſe ev'ry ling' ring hour, and waſte away, 
In dull, unactive indolence the day? 


Bring all thy fires to kindle mine again 


Ah, no! return, ſoft God, reſume thy reign, 


Alas! thou wilt not come, and all my calls are vain. 


Cruel ! thou cam'ſt an uninvited gueſt, 

And mad'ſt, unſought, a pailage to my breaſt : 
Now thou canſt all my pray'rs and vows deſpiſe, 
And ſcorn to gain a weak, inglorious prize. 

I aſk not for the tranſports thoſe poſſeſs 


Whom thou with finiling fates, and mutual loves doſt 


kleſs. 
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The barb'rous, charming youth that rul'd my heart, 
Has taught me all thy rigour, and thy ſmart ; 
Heedleſs of mine, in other flames he burns, 


And hate, or worſe indifference, returns. 


The joy of being lov'd I ne'er can prove; 


T aſk no other now, but that of love. 


How am I ſure that I have broke my chain? 


Have not my fears and my alarms been vain ? ! 


Don't I, while I deſire, already feel the pain? 
What ſhall I do? what method take to find 


The true condition of my floating mind? 


See, while I ſpeak, the dear ungrateful come ! 
His preſence clears my doubts, and fixes all my doom. 


Soft melting thoughts, and raging fierce deſires, 
And all my ſoul conceives the well-known fires. 
Welcome, ye boundleſs griefs, and racking pains ! 
Welcome, ye ne'er-to-be-forgotten chains ! 


I view the lovely ſwain ; his ſight inſpires | 


Amidſt confuſion, horror, and deſpair, 


Studious I'll feed the dear diſtracting care, 
And thank thee, gracious Love, that well haſt heard 


my pray' r. 


PIN DAR 


| 


Ar 
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ECO AE lk 


* PINDAR's Ode to PROSERPINE. 
| Tranſlated from the French of Mon/eur 


de la Motte. 


Inſcrib'd to the Rev. Mr, John Ruſſel, 


. 


RIDE of the gloomy king, whoſe awful ſway 
The dreadful realms of night obey, 
By unrelenting fate at laſt 
Upon thine empire I am caſt, 
The dreary banks of Szyx I've paſt : 
"Tis time my faithful ſhade ſhould pay 
The tributary verſe I owe, 
| And what above I promis'd, give below. 
Goddeſs, liſten to thy praiſe, 
Liſten to no vulgar lays, 
Fix'd in dumb attention hear 
The nobleſt ſounds that ever reach'd thine ear. 


ard 


Not 


I 


* As an incorrect copy of this ode has been prin- 
ted under the name of another gentleman, who pre- 
tends not only to have corrected ſeveral errors, bat to 

have really avritten many lines in it; *tis abſoiucely neceſ- 

| fary, in juſtice to Mr. Rowe, to aſſure the public that 

they are indebted to that editor for no more thai: two 

DAR fines, and the alceration of a very few words in this 
poem ; and that (excepting the removal of one or two ex- 
 pletives) it is now publiſhed exactly as the author wrote it. 
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Not the fam'd F Thracian bard, who bold by love, 7 
Could change relentleſs deſtiny, E + 
And ev'n thy ſoul to tender ſoftneſs move, 
E'er touch'd the lyre ſo well, or ſtrain'd a note ſo high, 
Leſs than my charming numbers pleaſe 
The treach'rous * muſes of the ſeas ; 
Tho' with an art unerring, they 
The liſt'ning mariners betray : A 
In vain before their eyes they view, 
Deluded wretches their own death purſue, 
'The death they would not with to ſhun ; 
Charm'd to the ſoft delicious fate they run, 
And long to be themſelves ſo pleaſingly undone. 


IT. 

TYPHOEUS, whoſe vaſt bulk and monſtrous pride 
Omnipotence itſelf defy'd, 0: 
By ſad experience taught to know ( 
Th' unbounded force of an almighty foe, 0 
Under all cy oppreſt, | An, 
Feels hills, and plains, and realms lie heavy on his breaf, Hat 
Oft' ſtruggling yet, he moves the ground; = 
Fierce tua vomits ſulph'rous ſmoke, The 
And cities ſink beneath the ſhock, A 
And his wide priſon trembles all around. Wit 
The God of darkneſs trembled too; 1 


He fear'd leſt op'ning earth admitting light, 
With dazzling terrors and affright, 

Should fill the pale inhabitants of night, 

And his dire ſecrets ſhow to public view ; 


„ — K—— 


+ Orpheus. The Szrens, | 
1 While * 


real, 


— 


Whit: # Vor. II. P 


While the bright God would with his piercing ray 


Invade th eternal gloom, and ſcatter boundleſs day. 


III. 


Wir u careful haſte the frighted God 
Viſits the upper air, and gains 
The fertile Syracuſian plains, 
And Pergus' banks made bleſt by thy abode. 
There quickly all his anxious fear 
A ſofter paſſion did remove, 
And turn'd his ſtubborn ſoul to love : 
Illuſtrious triumph of thine eyes! 
In one ſhort moment he draws near, 
He ſees, he loves, he bears away the prize. 


IV. 


O pear companions of my virgin joys! 


O mother dearer than them all 
O all ye kindred Deities ! 


And thou, great Sire, the ruler of the ſkies, 


Haſte to my aid, and fave me when I call! 
Vain regrets, and fruitleſs cries ! 

The earth divides to make the monarch way; 
And ſoon the ſad Tartarean ſhore 

With wond'ring joy receives the beauteous prey, 


| Its happy lord from injur'd Ceres bore, 


Ys 
Heav'Ns ! what wild cares her foul oppreſt ! 
What rage her breaſt inſpires! 
See! in /Ztnean furnaces 
She lights avenging fires. 
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Unhappy 
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Unhappy iſland ! deſolated plain 
Fruitful and promiſing in vain ! 


| Thou ſaw'ſt her raging hand F 
q Burn riſing crops, a grateful load, 
1 Spread wide deſtruction o'er her fav'rite land, , 
| And ruin all the bleſſings it beſtow'd. | 
VI. | 
Corp, dull reaſon, hence ! begone ! 1 


A noble madneſs ſeize my mind, 
Tranſports to vulgar breaſts unknown; 
Wild and roving be my fire, 
My numbers looſe and unconfin'd, 
As when above I charm'd, and touch'd th' audacious lyre. 
I would not pleaſe by artful lays; 
Let others curious gardens praiſe, Sy 
Their nice exactneſs does but tire my ſight, 
And leſs than happy chance delight: 6 
T love the foreſt's waſte retreat, 
Where all's irregularly great ; 
Where nature, uncorrected, unſupphy'd, 


Profuſely laviſnes her bounteous pride, Th 

The foreign aids of ſervile art diſdains, , 

And beauteous in her own diſorder reigns, To 
VII. 


Gopve 5s, all thy pow'r muſt own, 

All muſt bend before thy throne : 

Pious pray'rs may move the ſkies, 
And angry Jove is pleas'd with ſacrifice ; 

But nor pray'rs, nor piety, 

Nor ſacrifice preſerves from thee, | 
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The ſons of art, with fruitleſs care, 
The tott'ring building may repair : 


Quickly the feeble ruins ſink away, 


And moulder into common clay ; 
Themſelves too yield at laſt, and thy ſtern force obey. 


| Thetis, who ſtudious her great ſon to ſave, 


Tai 


Doom'd long before to fall at Troy, 
Dipt him all o'er in Styæ's wave, 
Yet left a place for fate, and mourn'd the daring boy. 


VIIL. 
How num'rous are the worlds of dead, 
That o'er thy vaſt domain are ſpread ! 
New nations every moment land, 
And cover all the ſpacious ſtrand. 


| The ſtubborn deſtinies no mercy ſhow ; 


All mankind ('tis fate's decree, 

And fix'd as fate itſelf can be) 

Muſt people the dark realms below. 
Grandeur, courage, learning, wit 

To thy reſiſtleſs laws ſubmit : 


* The king ard beggar ſhare an equal doom; 


The mightieſt conqu'rors muſt come, 


To join the crowds they vanquiſh'd, in the tomb. 


Vainly, tuneful bards, ye ſtrive 
To gain that immortality you give ; 
In vain you ſeek to ſhield your deſtin'd head, 
In vain by meaner worth would fave 
Your ſinking carcaſe from the grave; 
Dare ye to hope for life, when Pindar's ſelf is dead! 


P 2 IX. In- 
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IX. 


INEXORABLE Queen, thy force proclaim, 
In ſullen majeſty maintain | 


Thy dreaded, univerſal reign, 
Nor own imperial Juno's greater name. 
Only my verſe ſhall with thy pow'r engage, 
Dare all thy might, and brave thy feebler rage; 
My verſe, which ſpight of fate, and thee, 
Shall pleaſe to all eternity, 
Let Gods averſe, and hoſtile pow'rs 
Level with earth Thebes” lofty tow'rs ; 
Still the more laſting notes I ſung, 
My country's ruins ſhall ſurvive, 
And rev'renc'd even by foes ſhall live, 
Charm ev'ry car, and dwell on ev'ry tongue. 


X. 


Bur hark! what ſounds are theſe I hear? 
What other muſic wounds my ear ? 
Heav*ns ! 'tis Corinna ſings ! too well I know 
The rival lyre, and lovely, conqu'ring foe. 
Ah! 'tis too much, inſulting maid ! 
To hope a ſecond triumph o'er my ſhade : 


No longer thou in thoſe bright charms canſt truſt, 


Which forc'd ev'n rey'rend age to be unjuſt ; 
Thy pow'rful eyes no longer plead thy cauſe, 
Prevent all cenſure, and ſecure applauſe. 

See, while I ſpeak, thy weakneſs all appear ! 
Only the vulgar dead, a nameleſs throng, 
About thee crowd, and liſten to thy ſong ; 


While all th' illuſtrious ſhades my numbers hear: 


Or 


An 
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Orpheus, who firſt inſpir'd the vocal lyre, 


Homer, the Grecian muſe's fire, 
And the gay “ Teian bard attend my lays ; 
And by their ſilence belt proclaim my praiſe. 


XI. 


My charming muſic can aſſuage 
The triple-headed monſter's rage ; 
Gentle at my feet he lies, 

No longer threatens with his eyes ; 
And all his ears are buſy on the notes 
That ſtop the yellings of his idle throats. 
Here S:/yphus, with endleſs toil oppreſt, 
Leans on th* unmoving ſtone, and ſhares a pauſe of ref, 
Fix'd on my voice, there the dire + Sifers lie, 
Their empty veſſels ſtand neglected by. 

Ev'n the ſtera Minos, for a while, 
His rugged viſage ſoften'd to a ſmile, 

Puts off the judge, and yields to give 
The trembling criminals a ſhort reprieve, 

The fates, that never pity knew, 

Are ſoften'd into pity too ; 
And negligent to cut the tender thread, 
Rob hell awhile of its appointed dead. 

See! ev'n the Furies liſt'ning ſtand, 

And on my ſongs intent, 

Forget the care of puniſhment ; 

And each avenging whip drops gently from their kand, 


n 


Anacreon. + The Belides. 


P43 XII. Tuus, 
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XII. 


Tuvs, Ryfſel, in the ſhades below, 
The godlike Theban tun'd his lyre ; 
While the fad ghoſts th* inchanting ſounds admire, 
And unknown pleaſures fill the realms of woe. 
Alas! in vain I would thy judgment cheat, 
Thou ſeeſt thro” all the thin deceit ; 
Thou ſeeſt my trifling rage, and counterfeited fire. 
O! were my ſoul, like thine, poſleſt 
Of all the nobleſt treaſures of the Eaſt; 
Could there in each well poliſh'd line 
Appear a genius as refin'd as thine ; 
Were all my verſe like thy juſt language ftrong, 
And ſoft as when thy moving tongue 
Charms every paſſion of th' attentive throng ; 
My daring muſe ſhould never fall 
Beneath its vaſt original; 
Like the * Dircæan ſwan I'd nobly rife, 
Spurn the dull earth, and ſoar above the ſkies : 
The diff rence ev'n by thee ſhould ſcarce be known, 
And the great bard himſelf my equal numbers own. 


* P:indar. 


I 92 


ER 
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3 
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AM ODE. - To DELIA. 


I. 
TERNAL God, whoſe awful pow'r 
The trembling ſeraphs own ; 
When proſtrate low before thy throne, 
With cover'd faces they adore, 
And ſing thro? all the vaults above, 
The wonders of thy grace, and glories of thy love 
How vaſt the pleaſures !. how intenſe ! 
That from thy throne in living torrents roll 
How well they raviſh ev'ry ſenſe, 
And fill up all the ſoul ! 
Where happy minds repos'd in thy embrace, 
Unveil'd behold the ſplendor of thy face, 
And in ineffable delight, 
Feaſt on thy love, and on thy ſight 
Thro' all eternity employ 
Their pow'rs ſublime, and equal to their joy. 


IT. 


Fain would the humble muſe aſpire, 

And to celeſtial tranſports tune her lyre ; 
But ah ! in vain her ſtrength ſhe tries, 
Feeble and faint, ſhe dreads the ſkies, 

And ſinks the more, the more ſhe ſtrives to riſe, 
My ſoul too finks, as well as ſhe, 

Forgets its own immortal pedigree, 

4 P4 | Forgets 
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Forgets the ſkies, its native ſeat, 
And grov'ling low in duſt and clay, 


Heedleſs of aught divinely great, Ic 
It waſtes the precious hours away, Ar 
In joys that fly as ſwift as they. | 
The finful fleſh, a heavy load, | Ev 
Drags down the bright, immortal part, Tr 
Weakens its pow'rs, and fixes all the heart It 
Far from its heav'n, and from its God: Th 
"Terreſtrial objects ev'ry rapture move, Sec 
For them alone it learns to love, | 
For them with eaſe neglects the diſtant joys above. * 
i 
III. An 

DELTA, whom propitious Heav'n 
The ſofteſt cure for my worſt ills has giv'n; I 
To aid in wand'ring thro? life's tedious road, R 
To baniſh horror and deſpair, __ 
Tear from my heart each wildeſt care, 1 x 
And lighten more than half its load ; 0 4 
Look down with pity on my ſtate, As 
And help, as you compaſſionate. i 1 

Thou art my only hope below: 

Where'er I ſtand, where'er I go, 55 
"Tis all inchanted ground; es 
Temptations ev'ry where abound, I . 
And ſnares, and baits, and darknefs all around. 108 
Inticing vice, with fatal charms, 8 4 
Tempts me from virtue's noble toils, 
To her deftruttive arms: Tha 
With what a grace the Syrex ſrailes ! And 


How 


low 


Po Ms on ſeveral occaſions. 321 


How fair her painted face 

Eager I gaze myſelf away, 
Long her bewitching dictates to obey, 
And ruſh to mis'ry in the ſoft embrace. 

Thou art my guide, and if thou lead, 
Ev'n yet, perhaps, I virtue's paths may tread, 
Trace without fear the bright, but toilſome way ; 
If thou neglect thy care, infallibly I ſtray. 
Thus if a poor, benighted traveller 
Sees in the gloomy ſkies one friendly ſtar, 

He bleſſes the auſpicious light; 

Then thro? the horrors of the night, 
With cautious ſteps purſues his doubtful way, 
And patient waits the flow approach of day. 


IV. 


How ſtrange, alas, my frailties be ! 

I find temptations ev'n in thee : 
Diſſolv'd in bliſs, and melting in thy arms, 
I loſe the reliſh of celeſtial charms ; 
On thee alone my wand'ring thoughts employ, 
And loſt in thee, forget ſuperior joy. 

O thou whoſe unreſiſted ſway 

My wildeſt paſſions ſtil obey ! 
Uſe all thy pow'r, each baſer thought controul, 
Raiſe juſt deſires, and regulate my ſoul ; 
Inſtruct my feeble fancy to conceive 
Joys above all that earth, or thou canſt give. 


O couldſt thou to my frozen breaſt inſpire 


One ſpark of thy own heav'nly fire; 
That I too might th' immortal tranſports know, 
And more than taſte a paradiſe below! 


P 5 Scaree 


322 PoE NMS oa ſeveral occaſions. 


Scarce the bright cherubs, or the bleſt above 
A more celeſtial ardor prove; 


Scarce all their harps, and all their lays, A 
Their great Creator better praiſe, 1 
Or reach in loſtier notes the triumphs of his love. 
. 80 
Wurxx'ER I read the moving lines, So 
Where well expreſt the lofty ſubject ſhines, Re 
I ſee the joys I ſhould purſue, Bu 
And all the ſkies are open'd to my view : | 
Hail, happy realms! divine abode ! An 
Hail, manſions worthy your creator, God! Lo! 
And can a mortal then poſleſs Lat 
A place in your bright palaces ? Anc 
Who could retuſe, ſuch glories to obtain, At 
A few ſhort hours of toil or pain ? 5 
The martyrs gain d you thro' a bloody way, And 
Sure I could dare as well as they; N 
With vig'rous zeal in virtue's cauſe engage, SUPP 
And ftem the torrent of a vitious age. * 
Inchanting vice no more my ſoul ſhall warm; 0 
I fee the fiend reveal'd in open light, W; : 
Heav'ns ! how the hideous form offends my fight ! A : 
Amaz'd I ſhrink away, and wonder ſhe could charm. 7 
How ſoon the noble warmth's decay'd ! Iſs 
dink 1 
How ſoon the gen'rous raptures fade ! wr: 
I ceaſe to read ; and now they are no more, NV 
And I grow faint and wretched, as before. . 
. The . 
O help me ſtill! let the great theme you've ſung ; 
| And à 
Still entertain your thoughts, and dwell upon your tongue 
Where © 
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Whene'er I ſink, whene'er I fall, 
Attempt the heav'nly train, 
Again my ſpirits to juſt hei zhts recall, 
Touch ev'ry ſprightly ftring, and raiſe my ſoul again. 


VI. 
So may prre joys crown <c:ch returning day, 
Soft be thy nights, and ev'ry dream be gay; 
Roll ſmv3:h ach hour, thy breaſt no trouble prove, 
But the kind, gentle cares of mutual love! 
do long may chy inſpiring page, 
And bright example bleti> the riſing age; 
Long in thy charming priſon : ayſt thou ſtay, 
Late, very late, aſcend the well-known way, 
And add new 9'ories to the realms of day! 
At leaſt, Heav'n will not, ſure, this pray*r deny; 
Shor* be my life's uncertain date, 
And earlier long than thine the deſtin'd hour of fate! 
Whene'er it comes, may'ſt thou be by, 
Support my ſinking frame, and teach me how to die 
Baniſh deſponding nature's gloom, 
Make me to hope a gentle doom, 
And fix me all on joys to come! 
With ſwimming eyes I'll gaze upon thy charms, 


| And claip thee, dying, in my fainting arms; 


Then gently leaning on thy breaſt, 
dink in ſoft ſlumbers to eternal reſt ; 
Without a groan reſign my breath, 
Nor ſlirink at the cold arms of death; 
The ghaſtly form ſhall have a pleaſing air, 
And all things ſmile, while Heav'n and thou art there. 


VII. No 
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VII. 
Now of immortal crowns poſſeſt, 
Humbly adoring with th' inferior bleſt, 
I'll leave each mortal care below; 
Only my love for thee ſhall ne'er a period know. 
Whenever ſtorms are threat'ning, I'll be near, 
Avert the danger, and prevent thy fear ; 
Oft' mingle with the bright, deſcending throngs, 
And learn from thine to raiſe my ſongs. 
Then, when thou mult at laſt reſign to fate, 
On thy departing ſoul I'll wait, / 
With ſtudious pleaſure guide my fair 
Thro' the firſt paths of bliſsful air; 

Then, led by thee, purſue a loftier road, C 
To upper regions daring ſoar, 
Vaſt realms of bliſs unknown before, 


Heav'n's inmoſt palaces explore, 


And bear th' enjoyment of a ſmiling God, 0 
New pow'rs, new graces ſhall adorn my mind, B 
Almoſt like thine exalted and refin'd : B 
My flame ſhall with my ſtrength improve; © 
While we a tuneful off ring bring, 
(For taught by thee, I too ſhall ſing) | 
And bleſs chro' endleſs years the Fountain of our love. O 
T] 


Al 


' 
Ay 


z 
4 
£8 
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reer. 


J. 
RIGHTEST offepring of the ſkies, 
Great ſource, from whence to hapleſs mor- als flow 

Pleaſures ſincere and noble joys, 

And ev'ry real bleſſing left below, 

Immortal Liberty ! to thee 

The tribute of my voice I bring ; 

Goddeſs, accept the diſproportion'd praiſe, 

Accept the well- deſigning lays, 

Mean and humble tho' they be, 

And wrong the mighty theme they ſing: 
Others may better plead thy glorious cauſe, 
By loftier ſtrains ſecure of juſt applauſe; 

But none could e' er admire thy beauties more, 


Or with a purer zeal at thy bleſt ſhrine adore, 


II. 

Or his own image thee, the nobleſt part, 
To new. born man th' Almighty gave; 
Thee deep infix'd within his breaſt, 

The principle of all that's good and brave. 

And well on earth thy dictates were purſu'd, 
When ſhining with unſullied grace 
His work the pleas'd Creator view'd, 
And bleſt a well deſerving race, 


Blk 
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Pleſt the riſing golden age; 
Too ſoon, alas! it ceas'd, ſucceeded impious rage: 
And vile, degenerate men deſery'd to be 
Hated of Heav'n, and ignorant of thee. 


III. 


To endlel; ages be the monſter curſt, 
That baniſh'd thee from nations firſt ! 
Who for fund notions of unbounded pow'r, 
(Heav'n's right alone) deſpis'd a lawful ſway 3. 
Could think it great to ruin and devour, 
And force unwilling wretches to obey. 
Nor leſs reproache: load his head, 
Be he the ſcorn of all th' illuſtrious dead! 
Who firſt could live and be a ſlave, 
With ſervile awe could bear unbroke 
On his baſe neck the galling yoke ; 
Nay more (ye Pow'rs!) could bleſs the tyrant's reign, 
Submit with pleaſure to his fate, 
Praiſe the dire ills of arbitrary ſtate, 


Thy ſacred name blaſpheme, and hug the hated chain, 


How far unlike tkoſe ſouls, that form'd. 
Of purer mold, of more celeſtial clay, 
By thy great rules had all their boſoms warm'd, 
And made impatient of unequal ſway, 
Were born in happy climes above the reſt 
Of loſt abandon'd men, by thy bright preſence bleſt ! 
O Goddeſs! could I feel but half the fire 
That caus'd the deathleſs actions I admire, 


Thro 


Ar 


# a FY 
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Thro' which unmov'd thy vot'ries ſtood 
Still true to honour, and to thee, 
Eſpous'd thy cauſe, and laviſh of their blood, 
Run thro” a thouſand certain deaths, to ſet their country 
free ! 


IV. 


I'd fing their deeds, and ſing thy praiſe, 
In ſuch vaſt, ſuch lofty lays; 

That not alone the neighb'ring hills around, 

But heav'n's wide arch ſhould echo to the ſound : 
Tyrants ſhould hear the moving train, 
Tyrants in nations yet unknown, 

Should ſcatter bleſſings from the throne, 

And try the pleaſures of a gentle reign ; 
And crowds of ſenſeleſs ſlaves again, 
Strange miracle] ſhould turn to men. 


* 


ALL other ſuccour I refuſe ; 
My glorious theme, be thou alone my muſe ! 
The humbleſt bard, if thou inſpire, 
Shall touch the ſtring, and tune the lyre, 
And kindle to a more than mortal fire; 
With forces not his own ſhall riſe, 
Leave far the airy Ah below, 
And mountains rev'rend with eternal ſnow, 


And ſoar with daring flight above th' inferior ſkies, 


VI. 
UnjvsTLY we Apollo praiſe, 
Author of verſc, and God of lays ; 


Nat 
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Nor he to Linus did his art infuſe, 
Nor Orpheus learn'd it from his parent muſe : 
Can aught or great or charming be, 
That knows another ſource than thee ? 
By thee the firſt of poets taught, 
(Whom Heav'n a great deliv'rer gave, 
Lhracl's favorite ſons to fave) 
Sung the ſtupendous miracles he wrought : 
He ſung a race by long oppreſſion broke, 
And ſunk beneath the curſt Feyp1ian yoke, 
Set free, and led from out the barb'rous land, 


By ſigns ſurpaſſing faith, and Heav'n's extended hand. 


Yet ſo deliver'd, that they ſeem to be 
Abandon'd to more certain miſery ; 

They view the raging ſea before, 

With angry billows Iaſh the ſhore ; 

Their foes, more dreadful, urge behind, 
And eager on their prey, outſtrip the wind. 
In vain your chariots and your hoſts purſue, 
Almighty vengeance flies more ſwift than you, 

The ſea retir'd with joyful haſte, 

While thro” its depths the Hebreaus paſt; 

Yet with more joy turn'd back its waves, 
T' o'erv-helm the tyrant, and his herd of ſlaves. 


VII. 
Tuixx too the numbers, when his awful tongue 
Call'd heav'n and earth to liſten to his ſong, 
To hear a tale, a ſight to view, 
Strange beyond thought, beyond example new : 


A people 


ple 
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A people proud by Heav'n's protection made, 
Secure amidſt ſurrounding troops of foes, 
Thro' wilds unknown and trackleſs deſarts led, 
To victory, to freedom, and repoſe: 
To whom the rocks gave water, bread the ſkies z 
And ev'ry ſlighteſt want found ſure ſupplics 
From never-ceaſing prodigies ; 
Baie and ungrateful murmur'd ſtill, 
Scorn'd to be ſav'd againſt their will, 
Mourn'd in warm tears their broken chain, 
And with'd for nauſeous flavery again. 
Well, wreiches! you ſhall quickly prove 
The bleſſings of the ſtate you love; 
Soon will your crimes the Heav'ns provoke 
To curſe you with a foreign yoke. 
Then your repentant grief and ardent pray'r, 
Will reach yon azure vault, and ev'ry God that's there 
The Pow'rs will lend a pitying ear, 
The Pow'rs, tho' much incens'd, will hear: 
Commiſiion'd heroes ſhall ariſe, 
Arm'd with the vengeance of the ſkies ; 
Whoſe righteous force ſhall the loſt nation ſave, 
And make fierce tyrants, in their turn, feel all the woes 
they gave. | 
Th' event confirm'd his words; of peace poſſeſt, 
Weaken'd by luxury and reſt, 
By Heav'n abandon'd, by themſelves betray'd ; 
They fell an helpleſs prey to all that durſt invade: 
Then great deliy'rers to their reſcue came; 
A ſhining liſt, each glorious name, 
Worthy of Liberty and fame 


VIII. Becirx 
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VIII. BY 

* * Sa 

BEGIN my muſe with EHud's praiſe, 
Ehud claims the nobleſt lays; | - 


His fingle and unaided hand 

Freed by one daring ſtroke the land ; 
He (ſhrink, uſurpers, as you hear !) 
Free from danger, as from fear, 
Attack'd a tyrant on his throne, 
And reach'd his life, yet ſav'd his own, 


IX. 1 
Tux laurels gain'd near Xi/or's ſtream Proj 
By Deborah, be next thy theme. Def 
To make the H:brew matron juſtly known, By 
Requires ſuch numbers as her own : Mix 
But who, like her, can terribly delight, Go! 
Paint the dire horrors of th' amazing fight, By e 
All heav*n's artillery diſplay, All! 
And ſet the ſtars embattled in array? [had 
X. 20 
Wyar wonders troops, tho' deſpicably few, omg 
Engag'd for freedom, and by heroes led, May 
Gainſt mighty crowds of ſlaves can do; 
Let Midian's vanquiſh'd armies tell, 
Who by the ſword of Gideon fell, "OP 
Or from his terrors fled. De 
Happy the chief in num'rous conqueſts won f Ty 
Happy in all :he ſofter joys of peace ! Fix e 
Happy in ſev'nty males, a large increaſe! The « 
Yet more unhappy in a tyrant ſon!, Whet 


The 
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The hated product of a lawleſs flame, 


Stain to his blood, and ruin to his name : 
For whom all Vac curſt him more, 
Than for his pious care they e'cr had blef before, 


XI. 


ABIMILECH by crimes unknown 
Aſcended to the guilty throne ; 
By crimes unknown he fix'd his poiw'y, 
Three whole years, a tedious age 
I/-acl felt the monſter's rage. 
Heav'n and earth could bear no more : 
Proſtrate and grov'ling on the ground he lies, 
Deſpair and horror in his dying eyes ; 
By a vile woman reach'd, his curſt deſigning brain, 
Mix'd with the clotted gore, beſmears th' illuſtrious plain. 
Go! by thy brother's blood begin thy ſway, 
By envious murders blacken ev'ry day, 
All human and all ſacred laws defy, 
And wake the ſleeping juſtice of the ſky ; 
Then, full of honour, to the ſhades deſcend, 
And to the envying ghoſts relate thy glorious end 
Thus, thus, ye Pow'rs, conclude all impious ſtate; 
May none that match his crimes e' er ſhare a nobler fate! 


XII. 


$1xc 7ephtha next, my muſe; if verſe can crown 
Deſerving heroes with renown, 
The brave, th' unhappy ſhall be ſung, 
Fix ev'ry liſt' ning ear, and dwell on ev'ry tongue. 
The chief, with Ammon's ſons in fight engag'd, 
When with uncertafn force the battle rag'd, 
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Thus ſuppliant vow'd : If by my hand, 
Peace and ſafety glad the land; 
To you, ye ſov'reign Pow'rs, that bleſs 
Ny righteous arms with wiſh'd ſucceſs, 
Whatever firſt meets my return, 
Upon your altars ſlain ſhall burn. 
Heay'n heard; and conqueſt hov'ring in the &y, 
Flew to the juſter fide, the ſervile ſquadrons fly, 
His only hope, a nymph divinely fair, 
Ran with ſoift joy to meet her doom; 
to bid the gen'ral welcome home 
From the rough toils of war. 
Heav'ns! what a ſight ! can words, can lays expreſs 
Th' unboanded woes, th' extent of wretchedneſs ? 
Griev'd, yet reſolv'd, he view'd the charming maid, 
And his dire vows with ſtriẽt obedience paid. 
See to the ſhrine the lovely victim bound ! 
A thouſand loſt adoring youths around 
Shrink at the ſtroke, and faint beneath the wound : 
The father dropt a tender tear 
But ſoon reflecting on what Heav'n had done, 
Ard freedom ſettled by the conqueſt won, 
He check'd his raſh complaint, nor judg'd the price too 
dear. 


XIII. 


Wuark' EN in fables daring Creece 
Boaſts of her Thœſeus, and her Hercules; 
In Samſon Iſrael view'd, and bleſt 
The gift of Heay'n employ'd to give them reſt. 
Witneſs his ſtrength, ye thouſands ſlain 
By him, unarm'd, on Lebi's plain! 


Witnel⸗ 
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Witneſs, ye maſly gates, he tore, 
And on his ſhoulders a light burthen bore ! 
O! had he ſtill been true to freedom's cauſe, 
And never felt a meaner care, 
Unrivall'd then had been his juſt applauſe, 
Nor 1/raePs annals known a name ſo fair: 
But he to luſtful fires a prey, 
In a deceitful harlot's arms, 
Heedleſs of virtue's deathleſs charms, 
Idly conſum'd the precious day. 
Juſtly he loſt the ſtrength th' immortals gave 
Not for ſuch uſe, juſtly was made a ſlave : 
With freedom too depriv'd of fight, 
Waſted in ſervile works, the conſtant jeſt 
Of barb'rous foes, and ſport of ev*ry feaſt; 
Doom'd by his woes to heighten their delight. 
His ſuff' rings move the ſcies; his force returns, 
And all the hero with new vigor burns. 
*['was a great feſtival, and crowds reſort ; 
Collected nobles fill the fpacious court ; 
The Hebrew captive's call'd, to finiſh all the ſport. 
He comes, the crowd the roofs with clamours rend ; 
He graſps the ſolid pillars in his hand, 
Beneath the graſp the ſolid pillars bend, 
Down ſinks the pond'rous pile, and cruſhes half the land. 
The conqu'ror fell amidſt the ſlain, 
And, dying, ſav'd a wretched race in vain; 
Unus'd and undeſerving to be free, 
They ſoon abandon'd dear-bought Liberty, 
Choſe the vain ſplendor of a lawleſs throne, 
And fix'd their children's ruin, and their own, 


XIV. GREECE 
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XIV. 


GREECE with hoſpitable care 
Receiv'd and bleſt the flying Fair; 
But As hen moſt ador'd her charms, 
Athens renown'd in arts and arms. 
Nor leſs the Goddeſs lov'd the grateful place; 
There moſt ſhe choſe to fix her ſeat, 
There itudious form'd a godlike race, 
And minds divinely great. 
Yet there a * tyrant role, with treach'rous arts 
Well fitted to ſeduce the people's hearts ; 
With ſoothing charms to force their ſenſe away, 
And matce their liberties an eaſy prey : 
Gentle his rule, but heroes juſtly free 
Know no gentle tyranny. 
Twice baniſh'd, he as oft' return'd, 


And free-born ſouls the gilded bondage mourn'd. 


In peace he dy'd: Uncqual to the weight, 
His ſons in ſullen rigor rule the ſtate : 
Not long ; for ſoon a choſen band, 
With well-concerted plots conſpire 
To ſend the tyrants to their ſire, 
And eaſe the groaning land. 
Leena, eminent above the reſt, 
Deck'd in ſuperior glories ſtand confeſt. 
To the great theme, ye muſes, tune your lays, 
Nor bluſh to ſing the glorious harlot's praiſe : 
Known be her praiſe, but in oblivion lie 
All her former infamy ! 


What 
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What tho' her fatal beauties could intice 
From virtue's manly joys to the ſoft bane of vice; 
Lull heedleſs youth in wanton eaſe, 
And make the gay perdition pleaſe 
Poſterity ſhall think her crimes undone, 
And nothing real, but the fame ſhe won. 
Ariſtogiton lov'd the dame: 
Ariſtogiton, moſt renown'd of thoſe 
That vow'd deſtruction on their country's foes. 
He lov'd, yet not abandon'd to his flame, 
Lov'd Athens more: Oft' in her arms 
He figh'd for freedom's nobler charms ; 
Oft' mighty vengeance would his thoughts employ, 
Diſturb his looſer hours, and interrupt the joy. 
The fair herſelf at lait was warm'd, 
And with new fire her hero arm'd, 
Bleſt his deſign, and taught him, in her turn, 
To court brave death, and ſhameful life to ſcorm. 


XV. 


Ox x tyrant falls; ſtern Hippias ſtill furvives, 
And for his brother's ſeelzs hi murd'rers lives: 
Some prove lus rage, but more eſcape, by fate 
Reſerv'd the future patriots of their ſtate. 
Leæna, urg'd in vain, ſuppreſt 
Th' important ſecret in her breaſt : 
Her tender limbs now curſt tormentors tear, 
Ard waſte their barb'rous arts upon the fair; 


In ev'ry nerve convulſive horrors reign, 


And ſtruggling nature ſinks beneath the pain : == 
Thrice 
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Thrice on her lips the half form'd accents hung, 


As oft' th* undaunted heroine ſtopt her tongue: 
But when ſhe found her courage fail, 
And all the ſofter ſex prevail; 
Begone, ſhe cry'd, falſe, treach'rous part, 
Unworthy of my greater heart! 
She ſpoke, and tore the traitor from his place, 
And ſpit it in the trembling tyrant's face. 


XVI. 
Tavcnr by the great example, Athens roſe ; 
Far from the happy land the tyrant flies, 
And Per/ia's realm a ſafe aſylum choſe : 
There the proud monarch, with a tender care, 
Receives his fellow-raviſher ; 
Grants him of ſlaves immenſe ſupplics, 
'To Liberty a glorious ſacrifice ; 
That great M://;ades might be divine, 
And Marathon in deathleſs honours ſhine. 


XVII. 

Bur Mræes' arms for vengeance, to his cauſe 
Millions of ſlaves, a world in fetters draws : 
S$well'd into madneſs, as the tyrant view'd 

The vaſt, unnumber'd multitude ; 
Sure ruin his preſumptuous thoughts decree 
To Greece, and ev'ry land that dar'd be free: 
Nor vain his pride, were it to numbers giv'n 

To change the firm reſolves of Heav'n. 
The groaning earth th' unwieldy burthen feels, 
Exhauſted rivers ſcarce ſupply their meals. 
Europe from Aſia to divide, in vain 

Rolls its fierce waves the eaſtern main; 
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The monarch ſpeaks, and ſwift at his command, 
The lab'rivg ſquadrons join the land. 
With laſhes and with chains he aw'd 
The courage of the watry God; 
| The curling billows foam no more, 
And tam'd to dull ſubmiſſion kiſs the ſhore : 
All nature ſhrinking from his rage, 
Scarce dar'd in Freedom's cauſe engage ; 
Suſpended ev'n the Goddeſs ſeem'd to ſtand, 
Doubted of fate's decree, and crembled for the land. 


XVIII. 


Tusk hundred Spartans (Heav'n requir'd no more, 
To ſhake th' intolerable pow'r) 
Thy ſtreights, T hermopylz, ſecure ; and there 
Suſtain the wildeſt fury of the foe ; 
Yet think it cowardice no more to dare, 
They ſeek the combat, and prevent the blow. 
Thus iſſue from the Lybian wood 
Fierce lions preſs'd by want of food; 
O'er weak incloſures force their way, 
Fill all the ſpacious folds with blood, 
And make the trembling fugitives their prey : 
Nor more the bleating troop th' invaders fears, 
Than Per/ia's hoſt their conquerors. 
The monarch ſculks behind his fartheſt bands, 
Deſtin'd to periſh by leſs noble hands. 
His coward vaſlals threaten from afar, 
And diſtant. dart a miſſive war; 
The chiefs urge on the rage, they wound, 
And deal inevitable death around ; 
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Then with their glorious toil oppreſt, 
And tir'd with conqu'ring, ſunk to reſt, 


T 
XIX. - 
Pit as'D, in th' Elyian ſhades they hear K 
The honours by their country won, " 
The num'rous glories of a war 
Ended by wonders, as begun. 1 
Deſcending heroes, proud in conqueſt, tell 
What numbers at Platæa fell; 1 
At Mycale, what heaps of ſlain, Vy 
And Salamis, diſcolour'd all the main. Ar 
The curſed inſtruments of public woe : 6 
Crowd all the wide infernal plains ; 6 | 
There juſtly ſentenc'd, undergo 1. 
Infinite tortures, and eternal chains. gin. 
But the dire “ monſter, whoſe unbounded rage : 
A gen'ral ruin only could aſſuage, 
Fills all the griſly ruler's mind, 5 
And ev'ry thought employ'd, to find 
Some equal puniſhment, ſome full reward, A 
For all he acted, and for all he dar'd. 9 
All hell is buſy to prepare his doom, A 
Stern juſtice waits impatient till he come; And 


For him Omnipotence exhauſts its ſtore 

Of vengeance yet unprov'd, and plagues unfelt before; 

For him with double rage the fiery torrents roar. | = 
The gloomy ſhade deſcends ; a wretched ſlave, | 
Mean as himſelf, and in this only brave, 

Sent him, unpity'd, to a ſordid grave. 
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XX. 


Tur deathleſs trophy of the Per/ic wars 
Inteſtine broils (a dreadful ſcene !) ſucceed, 
Inglorious triumphs, and diſhoneſt ſcars ; 
While Grecia's braveſt ſons conſpire to make their pa- 
rent bleed. 
Had but their matchleſs virtue been employ'd 
In the ſoft arts of gentle peace, 
Or ſav'd the free, and ſlaves alone deſtroy'd ; 


Lie fame ſhould yield to Pericles, 


And the great * youth whom Socrates inſpir'd, 
Beyond the || ſon of Thetis be admir'd. 
In how bright luſtre had the + Thebarn ſhone, 
Had only barb'rous hoſts his valour known! 
Nor Sparta can of her Ly/ander boaſt, 
Since all the hero in the tyrant's loſt. 
Forbear, illuſtrious ſouls, forbear 
To tempt the angry ſkies ; 
The Pow'rs ſo much incens'd, prepare 
Your madneſs to chaſtiſe : 
An unknown, deſpicable hand 
Shall join you in one common woe; 
At Cheroneza ſtrike a fatal blow, 


And drive th' unwilling Goddeſs from the land. 


XXI. 
To Rome the Charmer wing' d her flight, 


Rome, her darling and delight; 
Q 2 There 
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* Alcibiades, | Achilles, + Epaminondas. 
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There Brutus fix'd the heav'nly Fair's abode, 


Brutus, illuſtrious Demigod ! 
Fain would the muſe his glorious acts purſue, U 
And bring the wonders of his life to view, 
Shining and great in ev'ry part; A 
vn then, when he bcheld his Roe oppret, T 
11d the wild tumults of his throbbing heart, 
Ai 
And in tame folly well the ſlave conteſt, * 
| The Sov'reign thus whom heav'n and earth adore, *. 
1 With well diſſembled patience bears N. 
| Some vile inſulter of his pow'r, 
1 Deaf to his wrongs, and to the injur'd's pray'rs; 
| by 1. 
1 Till by repeated crimes the wretch ſecure, 1 
[| Blaſphemes the eaſy God that can ſo long endure ; A 
[| . Es n 
1 Then pointed lightnings pierce the ſkies, 
| | : | : Ro; 
if And with amazing force the tardy vengeance flies. i 
| XXII. = 
a | Ev'x now, methinks, I ſee the hero ſtand, 
\ a : g : Ant 
| | Graſping Lucr-tia's dagger in his hand; Ha: 
4 He ſummons to his aid deliv'ring Je, I 
| And all the tyrant hating hoſts above ; Th 
5 Then from below the matron calls, to view Fg 
q The great revenge to her wrong'd honour due. 
dl | 8 S S Ty: 
|| Th' aſtoniſh'd crowd believe the chief inſpir'd, Au 
1 And, in a moment, to like raptures fir'd, 
| | Feel a loſt vigor to their breaſts reſtor'd, 
1 Shake off their fetters, and abjure their lord: p 
1 The bleeding dame almoſt remain'd unmourn'd, 7 
| While peace, and liberty, and blocming joys return'd. 


XXIII. Too 
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XXIII. 

Too mighty were thoſe joys, too vaſt, 
Unmix'd with leſſer ſorrows long to laſt ; 

A few raſh youths, a thoaghtleſs band, 
Attempt the exil'd monarch to reſtore, 
To fix on former props the ſhaken pow'r, 
And load with heavier chains the reſeu'd land. 
What various horrors, Conſul, rack'd thy mind, 
Thy ſons the firit in the black liſt to find! 
Not long the father with the patriot ſtrove, 

Soon prevail'd his councry's love: 


The awful judge to the tribunal comes, 


And to the axe his guilty offspring dooms; 
And views, unmov'd, in each expiring ſon 
Rome's fears deſtroy' d, and his own hopes undone. 
The anguiſh of his foul and woe, 
He well avenges on th' invading foe : 
Then dies; but ſtruck for freedom as he fell, 
And ſent a riſing * tyrant down to hell. 
Hail, great deliv'rer of a race oppreſt! 
Hail, name to future ages bleſt! 
Thee ſhall pure matrons fing, ſoft virgins thee, 
Avenger ſure of injur'd chaſtity ! 
Tyrants unborn ſhall tremble at thy name, 
And heroes yet to come be kindled by thy flame. 


XXIV. 


Bur what avail the wonders done, 
Tyrants expell'd, and conqueſts won? 
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Within Rome's bowels a domeſtic foe 
Erects a fortreſs te enſlave the land; 
Its lofty heights the town command, 
And threaten ruin all below. 
In words like theſe the frighted crowd 

Utter their complaints aloud. 

Raſh complaints ! ill-grounded fears ! 

The great Valerius, ſee, appears 

Submiſſive, ſee ! he bows around, 
And bends his humble Faſces to the ground. 
To you, he cries, from whom all fway deſcends, 
Romans, to you your ſubje& Conſul bends : 
Juſtly you ſhrink at arbitrary ſtate, 

But hard to judge your magiſtrate ! 
If &er a pow'r above your laws I ſought, 
Or e' er your freedom injur'd but in thought; 

Turn, turn on this devoted head 

The dreadful axes that you gave ; 

Or ſpeedier lightning flaſh me dead, 

And op'ning earth become my grave! 
Soon ſhall this houſe be raz'd ; and ſunk to duſt, 
Clear my ſuſpected faith, and prove your fears unjuſt, 

Already levell'd as he ſpoke, 
The building ſinks amain; 
| Down the wide hill the ruins ſmoke, 

And fill th* extended plain. 

Sublime in impious ſtate, Verſalia, riſe, 

Fit for the wrath and juſtice of the ſkies ; 

This houſe deſtroy'd eternal praiſe ſhall claim, 

When with thy pile is loſt the hated “ founder's name. 
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XXV. 
Nor Gods by all the ſpacious earth ador'd, 
With half ſuch joy a thouſand kings behold, 
Each of unnumber'd ſlaves the lord, 
Decking their ſhrines with tributary gold ; 
As fill'd the Goddeſs, when ſhe ſaw 
Reme's glorious offspring own her law, 
Whom ſhall I firſt rehearſe ? the deathleſs throng 
Confounds the muſe, and tires the lab'ring ſong. 
Who can enough the Gracch/ praiſe, 
Or ſtern Torquatus to due honours raiſe ? 
What colours paint Serwi/zus, as he ſtood 
Warm with great rage, and more than half a God, 
His arm freſh reeking with a * tyrant's blood ? 
Who, thro” a train of heroes, trace 
Th' unfading glories of the Fabian race? 
In equal numbers, who extol 
Camillus, terror of the impious Gaul; 
And Manlius thund'ring from the Capitol? 


XXVI. 


BlesT Traly! where ev'ry plain and ſtream 

Immortal actions crown; 
The free - born muſes grateful theme, 

And ſacred to renown. 

Horatius here, alone, an army ſtood, 

Guardian of Rome amidſt ſurrounding foes : 

Sav'd Tyber, bear his praiſes on thy flood, 

And bid old ocean ſpread them as he flows 


There 
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There C2/us from a ſcepter'd tyrant tore 

His life, and all the gorgeous arms he wore ; 

The ſpoils adorn Feretrian Fowe's abode, 

A preſent worthy of the thund'ring God! 

Marcellus here firſt taught deſpairing Rome, 
That Hannibal could be o'ercome. 


XXVII. 


Wurn Curius and Fabritius I behold, 
Auguſt in willing poverty, deſpiſe 
Barbaric gems, and heaps of proſfer'd gold, 
And a mean freedom, conſtant, prize; 
My breaſt a gen'rous emulation fires, 
And all my foul to deathleſs fame aſpires. 
All hail! ye venerable ſeats, 
Of godlike minds the bleſt retreats, 
Low cottages, obſcure abodes, 
That bred a race of Demi-gods : 
Where you, great ſhades, where Scaurus liv'd, and 
* thou, 
Twice Dictator from the plough. 
Ye Pow'rs, how very poor to theſe, 
Appear the loftieſt palaces ! 
T ſcorn the little, deſpicable things, 
And pity the vain pride of all their builder- kings. 


(Left wnfonifoed.) 
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* L. Q. Cincinnatas, 
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